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Baatezu, Damien

A Damien is the result of a Mortal mother bringing to term

a Baatezu Seed; Damien are always male. Damien can be

demi-fiends or semi-fiends: while both demi-fiend and 

semi-fiend Damien are human-baatezu hybrids, demi-fiends are 

raised on the Prime rather than the Baator. The lack of 

direct contact prevents demi-fiends from developing 

that innate connection to the Infernal Energies that 

defines a true fiend. It also means that demi-fiends 

are not considered 'extra-planar' beings for purposes 

of spells which affect such (eg, they cannot be Banished 

to Baator, since it is not their Home plane.) 

Demi-fiends also lack the magical items and 

instruction/training that a semi-fiend might receive.

Demi-fiends do not possess the ability to 'progress' 

into more powerful fiend types.

Neither semi-fiends nor demi-fiends possess an innate 

ability to teleport without error.

Planar Races tend to regard demi-fiends (socially) as tieflings.

Appearance: Damien tend to be big and scaly, in Red, Green, or Black.

They have pointed teeth and powerful claws, and are stronger

than they appear. [eg; Aahz, from Myth Adventures by Robert Asprin.)

Damien may be of any non-Chaotic alignment except Lawful Good. 

90% of semi-fiend Damien are Lawful Evil, while demi-fiends lack 

the direct Infernal connection and are shaped by their upbringing.

Good aligned Damien are Very Rare, and are always Neutral Good.

Damien may be Fighters, Thieves, Mages, Fighter/Mages, 

Fighter/Thieves, or Fighter/Mage/Thieves. Because Damien are

generally quite different from those around them, they must

usually find their own way of doing things; unfortunatly,

Damien are compulsively conformist, and persist in trying

to use the same methods which they see being used by others.

This inner conflict requires them acquire double the usual

amount of experience before they advance in their Class(es).

===================================================

B1 - Infernal Energy. A direct link to Elemental Evil provides Damien

with the abilities of:

Animate Dead (clerical), at will, 5th level of ability.

Know Alignment, continuously active.

Immune to Fire

Vitality - no requirement for sustenance

Destruction to the mind of any non-fiend who makes direct mental contact

Vulnerability to Holy Water and Holy Weapons, 

and to Sunburst and Sunmote and other Celestial Energy effects

Immunity to Negative Energy attacks

Constraint in the inability to cross a Protection from Evil Ward

[Demi-fiends lack these abilities and constraints.]

B2 - Aura.  Damien have the ability to dominate the minds of

those around them. This provides them with Telepathic Communication,

and also the ability to duplicate the effects of Charm Person or

Suggestion spells at will. They can also project an Advanced Illusion

affecting a 25 ft Radius up to 100 yds away which lasts 5 rounds.

Damien often have exceptional Leadership ability despite their

intimidating Appearance.

B3 - Metabiologic

Immune to Poison, Resistant to Gas

Immune to Aging/Withering attacks

Resistant to Fire and Cold

Heavy Scales provide a Base AC 5

Strong Claws allow Damien to make bare-hand attacks at 1d4/1d4 plus

      any applicable strength bonus.

They have a natural movement rate (walking) of 15.

Demi-fiends are carnivores and require large amounts of meat daily.

B4 - Magical

Damien possess Infravision to a range of 60ft.

Damien possess a 30% Magic Resistance. Demi-fiends lack 

the training which would allow them to lower this resistance, 

so that it is continually active, even against magic that is 

beneficial. Magical Items may also be affected; the check is 

made when the first attempt to use the item is made. If a 

conflict between the character's inherent magical nature 

and the magic of the item occurs, the character is unable 

to use the item and develops an aversion to it 

(the aversion gains strength with continued exposure). 

B5 - Acquired/Learned

As immortals, demi-fiends have the potential to learn many 

proficiencies at a variety of tasks. While a basic level 

of ability should be retained once acquired, high levels 

of skill require constant practice to maintain. Some skills, 

such as the casting of spells while in armor, require precise 

instruction. It is suggested that one 'slot', or 3 CPs, be 

awarded for each year a demi-fiend spends in deliberate study; 

such study does not permit the distraction of Adventuring.

The eternal lifespan also provides opportunity for long-term 

investing. Once great wealth has been acquired, any planewalker 

should be able to purchase magic of significant power. 

Demi-fiend mages will have ample time to conduct spell research, 

or to arange the construction of special (magical) items.

Demi-fiends are likely to become extremely dangerous opponents given time.

- -Galen

Who found that a lot harder than I thought it would be to write.

(I'm too tired to proof read this right now, so I'll let the

List members do it for me!)

Bariaur Martial Arts
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INTRODUCTION: Some have requested that I come to this place to discuss the

art of Zhod’yo, The Bariaur Way of Peace. My name is K’amm Thunderhooves,

master teacher and mystic of the Lightning Mountain flock of Asgard.

It is the mystic who most needs the skills taught in Zhod’yo. The mystic is

the bariaur ambassador, the emissary of our culture that enters the world

in a mission of exploration and understanding.  It is crucial that the hand

extended in greeting does not contain a weapon. As mystics we understand

that the weapon is a metaphor.  It is the tongue in our mouths, the fear in

our minds and the clenched fist. For true understanding, it is vital that

we focus on peace and openness and avoid dangerous emotions that threaten

to destroy ourselves and our people.

To use or possess a weapon is to invite fear and hatred into the temple of

ones mind. To use or possess a weapon is also to invite distrust in those

we wish to understand. For a mystic, understanding other cultures and

peoples is the sole purpose for living, and the lifeblood of innovation and

survival for the flock. However, this does not mean that the mystic must be

defenseless.

On the contrary, many mystics are spellslingers and mindbenders. These

mystics are familiar enough with using their wits to defeat a recalcitrant

opponent. But for those who do not possess these powers, or when these

powers eventually exhaust themselves, it is crucial that the mystic have a

means of self defense without the dangers to body and mind that one

encounters with weapons.

For these individuals, the unarmed art of  Zhod’yo provides a method to

defeat an opponent, using the exact amount of force necessary. I cannot

tell you how many times my opponent later became my friend. Would such a

thing happen if I were wielding a broad sword or a k’ton?  I think not.

The Art of Zhod’yo allows a trained fighter to escalate a violent situation

as necessary. One first attempts to persuade. If persuasion fails, one

tries to discourage. If discouragement fails, one tries to subdue. If

subduing fails, then one tries to disable. Only when an opponent cannot be

disabled does the Zhod’yo fighter consider lethal force. Lethal force

against an opponent is a failure on the part of the mystic. To be forced to

kill an opponent is to seriously misjudge a situation, a person and one’s

self. Nevertheless, to kill an opponent is within the Zhod’yo fighter’s

ability.

BASICS: Zhod’yo is a martial art designed to take advantage of the full

force of a bariaur. This means that the ideal is to use the roughly 700-900

pounds of the bariaur’s body to pin, crush, choke, strike or otherwise

subdue the opponent. As you may imagine these attacks work mostly on

smaller opponents. Generally, bariaur mystics avoid fighting hill giants

and other such large creatures.

The ideal is to use an opponent’s energy against him. For example, a

charging dwarf would normally pose a great danger to an unarmed bariaur.

The practitioner of Zhod’yo may defuse this situation with a move like

Garileba, in which the bariaur would trap the arm, bring the dwarf in

towards the body, and roll onto him.

This simple move, taught the first day of Zhod’yo classes, can be as basic

or sophisticated as the practitioner desires. The lethality of this move

can be modified. For example, a trapped creature can be pinned until they

cease struggling. The creature may be choked until they give up, or they

may be pummeled with the hands or hooves. In the most dire of situations,

the opponent may even be suffocated. Again, the right amount of force is

expended and no more.

With this said, let me demonstrate a few of our more basic techniques.

BARIAUR MARTIAL ARTS STYLE: The Bariaur style of Zhod’yo, one of many bariaur martial arts styles, is a Style C martial art. Style C emphasizes

throws and escapes. Rather than actually throwing an opponent, which poses

no advantage to the bariaur, the bariaur instead uses combination

techniques to pin and crush an opponent. Holds, grapples, locks and pins

are the attack of choice of a Zhod’yo practitioner.

In addition to these attacks, a bariaur also employs regular racial

attacks, such as head butts, hoof attacks and tramples. These can be

modified in a way that are non-lethal so that they may be implemented with

the martial arts style. For game purposes, a bariaur must break off a

martial art attack if he or she wishes to inflict permanent damage with

these racial attack forms.

MARTIAL ARTS TALENTS: Once a practitioner has become proficient in

Zhod’yo, they may learn special talents:

Trap-Roll (Garileba) (1 slot/3 CP)            Dexterity/Balance

Groups: Any

Initial Rating:  5

The character defends against a frontal attack by trapping the attacking

limb, uses the forward momentum of the opponent to drive them towards the

characters body, and then rolls on top of the trapped opponent. The

character must move two squares forward or to the side when this move is

performed. Optionally, the character may wish to attempt a sweeping attack

against other opponents by rolling into them.

Trapped opponents are at the will of the character and initially take 2d6

damage on the first round. Beyond the first round, the character may

attempt a variety of attacks, including: choking (each round reduces the

opponent’s constitution by 1 point until unconscious), crushing (1d6

damage/round automatically), pummeling (1d6/1d6 damage with successful hoof

attacks).

Failed attacks result in +4 on the characters armor class on the next

round, as the attacker is now dangerously close.

Flying Wall (Ratsig-sab’ra) (1 slot/3 CP)          Dexterity/Balance

Groups: Any

Initial Rating:  7

The character can make a great leap 15’ into the air, attacking an opponent

up to 4 squares away to the front or side. The 4 squares can be doubled to

8 squares with a 4 square running start, with the leaping distance doubled

to 30’.

Successfully attacked creatures receive 1d4 damage per 100 pounds of the

attacking character.  The character may attempt to stand during the next

round or continue with another martial art technique with a +4 bonus.

A failed attack means the character falls short of the distance desired,

determined by the dice roll and receives a +4 to armor class on the next

round.

Flank Swing (Payi-dab’yuga) (1 slot/3CP)      Dexterity/Balance

Groups: Any

Initial Rating:  5

The character, leaning forward, braced with hands on the ground and front

legs dug in, swings the rear of her body against an attacker at lightning

speed. The attack itself is meant to propel the opponent away from the

character, rather than inflict a crushing blow. The struck opponent is

flung 1d4 feet per 100 pounds of the bariaur plus the attack die roll in

feet.  Damage inflicted is normal falling damage if the opponent strikes a

wall or hard surface within the distance specified (1d6 damage per 10’

thrown) or 1d4 damage per 10’ if the opponent lands on the ground.

For example, Merissa the Mystic uses Payi-dab’yuga on a recalcitrant

brigands. Her attack succeeds and her body propels her opponent 27 feet

against a wall. The 27 feet is determined by a roll based on Merissa’s

weight, and her attack roll of 15 (6d4=12+15=27).  Damage is 3d6 (27 feet

would result in 3d6 of falling damage). If the brigand were to hit the

ground instead, he would suffer 3d4 or 3-12 points of damage.

- -----

- --gary
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The Payira

So berk, you think you’ve figured out the ins and outs of Bariaur culture.

Does without horns are a disgrace, bariaur eat herbs and plants, and flocks

roam in nomadic groups.

Well, that’s only the half of it. You see, there’s a little known group of

Bariaur that no one talks about. They’re outside the flock, they don’t hold

traditional Bariaur beliefs, and most Bariaur think it best to keep their

existence secret.

Some of you have seen them and have asked me about The Payira, the strange

hornless bucks with pelts dyed black, a small golden horn shaved onto their

right flank. They seem surrounded by a maelstrom of strange magical energy.

I’m here to tell you a Bariaur secret, in the true tradition of the

mystics, in the spirit of sharing.

Bariaur does born with horns live a painful life of ridicule and despair,

at least those who aren’t drowned at birth. It’s an unhappy fact of Bariaur

life. But what happens to Bariaur bucks born without horns? Ah, you never

knew this happened.

You see, statistically, one in twenty Bariaur bucks is born without horns,

while one in twenty does are born with horns. This is not a curse from the

gods (the powers tell us) or nature’s retribution (the shamans declare),

but just the way things have always been (say the Payira).

While parents lament over horned does, the birth of a hornless buck is a

mixed blessing. Within hours of a hornless birth, a representative of the

Payira arrives to greet the newborn and congratulate the parents. No one

knows how the Payira discover these births. Some suspect the Payira of

causing birth of the hornless, others think them to be psychically attuned

to the birth of hornless bucks, cursed or blessed like themselves. Whatever

the suspicions, there is no place for a hornless buck in Bariaur society,

and the flock is thankful for the Payira for providing an opportunity for

this unusual situation.

When the hornless Payira buck arrives, the parents are given a gift. They

are presented with a solid gold horn, a symbol of the heroism that the

newborn buck will no doubt accomplish, and compensation for nature’s cruel

dispensation. The newborn buck is taken with the Payira representative with

promises of great accomplishments and tender care. Fathers wear their

golden horn proudly around their neck (some several), a show of honor

demonstrating that one of their offspring serves proudly with the Payira.

Flocks never again see their young hornless ones. However, some couples end

up forming a relationship with the Payira representative, as a kind of

visiting uncle from far away. These couples seem to produce multiple

hornless bucks, due to whatever reasons. The Payira call them blessed, but

the flock is not so sure. This is where the story ends for most Bariaur

flocks, but this is just the beginning for the hornless buck.

The Order

As in most things of this world, the Payira are bound by the rule of

threes. These three rules binds the Payira to each other and to their

cause. It is taught to the youngest of the order, even before they are old

enough to possibly comprehend it’s full meaning. The rules are also

liberating, as they free the buck from cultural constraints and racial

prejudices.

1. The Order Fights for Good. Although a simple command, the Payira have

turned the execution of this statement into an art form. Payira are the

only bucks ever to practice magic. Although the area of expertise is up to

the buck, all Payira, due to their training and possibly their physiology,

are wild mages. See the custom Wild Surge tables for special planar

effects.

Payira mages hire themselves out in groups of five or more to good causes,

either in war as mercenaries, protection for caravans, or security for

important heads of state. They always require payment and always insist on

working in groups.

MAGIC: Payira groups of five or more are able to work together to focus

their wild surges. These are unique surges, unlike anything experienced by

other wild mages. Focusing energy increases the surges potency or redirects

the effects to safe locations. This turns a group of frightening,

unpredictable mages into a single focused force for good.

MONEY: Some criticize the Payira for taking money. Payira not only take

payment, but their rates are quite steep. Although they are not

inexpensive, their results are always guaranteed. Most of this money is

given to the Payira organization, which then covertly distributes it to

worthy causes of good. Mages and technicians work as hard on their

philanthropy as they do studying and learning their magical craft. It is

said that with practice, anyone can harness the power of magic, but it

takes a true genius to give away money without corrupting the receiver.

2. The Order is Your Family. Payira may never return to their flock. They

may never visit their parents or even know of them. Payira are completely

cut off from Bariaur society, including religious beliefs, learned racial

traits, and even the ingrained desire towards wanderlust. Payira are

forever banished from their past life, even going so far as to treat

Bariaur in need as just another client.

The order is the family for the Payira. They count the order as their

brothers, their mentors, their students, their friends. The Payira are more

stable and orderly than the typical Bariaur flock, enabling young bucks to

accomplish things not possible within Bariaur society. Thus Payira mages

exist in a race that forbids magic and only rarely tolerates it among their

females.

3. Your Good Deeds are Your Offspring. Payira are forbidden to reproduce.

There are several reasons for this. First, it distracts the Payira from

their cause, diverting their energies towards mating, raising a family, and

other paternal duties. In a traditional Bariaur flock, the males have

little to do with the raising of children, but outside a flock a male would

have an incredibly difficult time managing a family.

Second, the Payira ability to focus their surges is thought to be a

function of their sexual energy. To mate would be to limit a males sexual

energy, thus effecting their magical abilities and placing the order in

danger.

Third, the Payira, the hornless ones, have been essentially culled from

Bariaur society. In theory, the order should grow smaller and  smaller as

males who produce hornless bucks are removed from the reproductive pool.

Over the last thousand years, the order has seen itself drop in numbers

from many tens of thousands to only a few thousand today.

IN THE END: It is ingrained in the minds of the Payira that one day their

order will cease to exist, thus the immediacy of their current goals. Evil

must be fought and the poor and downtrodden must given a chance to survive.

One day the last Payira will fall in battle, surrounded by his brothers,

but behind him will be an army of the oppressed and the meek, standing up

for their freedom.

Payira Character Kit

Role: Outsider to Bariaur society. Some Payira regularly visit Bariaur

flocks to adopt hornless bucks into the order. They generally are not

expected to stay with the flock for more than a few hours. Sight of a

Payira is an inauspicious sign. They are not welcome during celebratory

events or rituals.

Secondary Skills: A Payira should have a craft related skill in use within

the region of his influence.

Weapon Proficiency: They may be proficient in any mage approved weapon.

Bonus Nonweapon proficiency: Etiquette, A Craft (cooking, woodworking,

etc.) This demonstrates the dual role of the Payira, as an elite fighter

and a champion of the downtrodden.

Recommended Nonweapon Proficiencies: Cooking, Herbalism, Instrument, Local

History, Modern Languages, Religion

Recommended Traits: Empathy, Lucky, Instrument

Distinctive Appearance: Payira dye their pelts completely black, except for

a small shaved golden horn on their right flank. They generally dress their

upper bodies in simple black cloth.

Special Abilities: Payira have the ability to control their surges when in

groups of other Payira. This effect is 1% per level, per Payira within a

60' radius. At least three Payira must be present for this to be possible.

For example, five 1st level Payira mages within  60' of each other would

have a 5% change of controlling a wild surge. The control aspect simply

allows the Payira to direct the spell elsewhere, possibly onto the caster

or target or changing the area of effect. If those mages were 10th level,

the chance would be 50%. At no time is the controlling effect more than

90%.

Related Links:

Wild Surge Table

Planar Wild Mage Player's Option Rules

Planar Wild Mage Spells

Core Rules 2 Import

Meet a Payira Leader:  Majestic Goodfellow (Pl/bmale/M13/Payira/NG)

- --gary
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You folks gave me the idea for this:

DRAFT:

Baatezu, Lesser - Barzu

"Humans?" Malignus telepathed across the length of the battlefield.

A legion of lemure, lined up in a slimy line of snot, oozed at the twenty

or so thousand disorganized dretches who threw themselves haphazardly into

the battle. The dretches died by the thousand, but their sheer numbers

threatened to overwhelm the dull-witted blobs, who looked much the same

whether dead or alive.

"Of course," Bachel thought back, "by the hundreds! It’s my normal

afternoon. How about elves?"

In a blind rage, an elite army of cambions, wielding glowing bastard swords

in the dim light of the Abyss, sliced through the remaining lemures and

eyed the grotesque nupperibo with a growing blood lust.

"Yes, elves too," thought Malignus, his fangs dripping green acid as he

considered the various races he had defiled. "although I find them too

passive. Maybe because they live so long – no spirit. Now a bariaur, that

could be entertaining."

The cambions slashed into the vastly outnumbered nupperibo.

Counter-attacking the cambions, several hundred barbazu waded into combat,

their glaives clearing a path in front of them, leaving many a cambion

without leg or arm.

"Ahh, a bariaur would be quite a treat, but their females would never go

willingly. They won’t even mate with centaur. I know I tried to force

them." Bachel thought as he cracked his whip enthusiastically at a nearby

air wing of chasme, while flaming a group of lazy dretches that huddled

terrified around his feet. "You could force them, of course, but that’s

against our rules. And besides, they hurt oh so much more when they know

they weren’t forced."

The chaotic miasma of chasme descended from the commanding balor upon the

distracted barbazu, who where busy hacking limbs from a frantically

disintegrating legion of cambion.

"Oh yes?" thought Malignus, his bat wings stiffening with excitement, "I

think I'm up for the challenge."

The sky momentarily grew black as the chasme bug creatures plunged their

sharp, pointed noses into the barbazu, who looked back fearfully to

Malignus, their pit fiend leader, for further orders. But there were no

further orders, this was the Blood War. You fight until you die, and if you

survive today, rest assured, you’ll live to die tomorrow.

=====

Barzu are the offspring of a greater baatezu and a female bariaur. Only a

baatezu with polymorph ability could ever hope to mate with a female

bariaur, and only then in bariaur form. Barzu are always male.

During the seventh month of pregnancy, the barzu rips through the mother in

the middle of the night with it's scimitar horns. The mother is killed and

the Barzu usually steals away into the night, instinctively making its way

to a portal to the lower planes. As these births are extremely rare,

Bariaur flocks often belief this to be an animal attack on the mother,

rather than a hellspawn birth.

Barzu are hideous creatures with a tough hairless hide, scimitar horns,

fangs, and an ecology that calls for a steady diet of fresh meat as well as

plants.

The fiend who impregnates the doe is thought to appear as a irresistably

handsome stranger, who promises excitement and intrigue. It is unclear

whether this is actually true, or whether it's a folk story told to keep

potentially promiscuous does in line.

Combat: The Barzu attacks viciously with its scimitar horns or by weapon.

Most Barzu lack the discipline to learn weapon skills, and instead rely on

their horns. Barzu who attack their opponent can do triple damage, but only

receive one attack that round.

Opponents impaled should roll a save versus petrification or they remain

stuck on the Barzu's horns, resulting in automatic hits the following round

until a successful save is made.

Barzu magic resistance is similar to that of their fiendish parent.

Barzu are never surprised.

Habitat/Society: Barzu, like many fiendish creatures such as cambion and

alu-fiends, are considered freaks and outcasts. A Barzu is never accepted

in Bariaur society and is considered a joke in baatezu circles.

Some take on suicide missions outside the lower planes, working as killers

or mercenaries for their fiendish fathers, whose favor they wish to

receive.

Occasionally a Barzu is born that is not evil, although its environment

surely drives it towards that end. Like other outcasts, they will remain

doomed to a miserable existence.

Ecology: Barzu can reproduce, although the offspring will kill the mother,

much like the Barzu. Most hybrid creatures would likely have little to do

with a barzu.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

www.bariaur.com

Yat'ra: The Coming of Age Ritual
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                       Guvner Faizel Bekley

                          Outland Anthropologist

When a doe experiences her "first moon", at around age twelve, she is

subject to the ritual of Yat’ra. The timing of the ritual corresponds to

the first rainy season after this blessed event, when bariaur spend several

months camped in one location. Yat'ra is a pivotal event in every doe's

life, one which transforms them physically, mentally and spiritually.

The ritual of Yat’ra is both dreaded and anticipated by young does, who,

before this time, are raised much like their buck counterparts. It is

Yat’ra that initiates does into the flock. The ritual is a formal

acknowledgement of their new position in the flock as adults as well as a

ritualized introduction to their new responsibilities.

It is the doe that acts as the torchbearer of bariaur culture. She is the

moderator between nature and the warlike bariaur. If there will ever be

true peace and harmony, it will be through the mediation of the does. Where

a buck may be rebellious and carefree, a doe has dire responsibilities of

raising offspring, preserving morals and culture and ensuring the survival

of the flock. This ritual marks the beginning of these new rights and

responsibilities.

The ritual begins with the erection of the Gura, a large tent made from the

single skin of an Outland Baku (an intelligent elephant-like creature).

This animal is believed to be sacred by the shamans, and the skin of the

Baku, preferably one that has died of old age, is thought to contain many

magical properties that assist in the ritual. Often Gura tents are not

available to smaller flocks, in which case they may borrow or barter the

use of a tent from a nearby flock. This is actually a big incentive for

camping within the same area during the rainy season, as many young does

require this ritual each year.

It is in this tent that the doe will spend an entire month of her life

without ever leaving. Of all things, the most frightening part of the

ritual is staying a month within what appears to be a smelly, musty tent.

At no time do bariaur spend more than an evening without viewing the sky or

a few hours without seeing ones family. In this ritual, the doe’s movement

and contact with her flock and nature are closely controlled. It’s enough

to make many does fear losing their minds.

However, the young doe is not left alone within the tent, for that would be

cruelty at its worst for a bariaur. In fact, the doe is almost never left

alone during this period.

When it is time for the ritual to begin, the flock’s shaman escorts the

young doe to the tent. The young one is wearing her best outfit, usually

gold in color, and her pelt is beautifully shaved and dyed in patterns of

animals and nature. Often, in large flocks, several Gura tents are pitched

within the same area, to aid the shaman with the ritual. In smaller flocks,

the Yat’ra ritual may be performed in monthly shifts, to allow for the use

of the Gura tent for each participant. At no time does a doe make contact

with other ritual participants. In fact, the Gura tent is quite soundproof,

due to the extreme thickness of the Baku skin.

Once the doe is placed within the Gura, the shaman begins the ritual by

acting as moderator. Over the next 30 days, the shaman brings in all the

adult does of the flock, each of whom explains a vital portion of bariaur

culture in the forms of song, dance and chant. Mythology, basic moral

beliefs, important ritual, basic herbalism and counseling regarding what

the young doe is likely to accomplish within her lifetime with the flock,

are all transmitted in various forms to the doe. Although some of the

presentations are straightforward, others are quite frightening and are

meant to warn young does against dangerous behavior.

Between sessions with the flock’s does, the young one participates in

purification and journey rituals with the shaman, representing the

transition to adulthood and the leaving behind of the selfish and childish

motivations and values of the does past. The doe and shaman often smoke

herbs and engage in visions to portend the future. The tent itself holds

magical properties that enhance these visions and provide a safe spiritual

and mental shelter from many of the dark and frightening aspects of these

rituals.

These periods of time with the shaman are tests to the spirit and resolve

of the doe. The doe is evaluated on a number of points, including her

intelligence and wisdom and may later be counseled into an important role

with the flock, such as healer, priest, preserver (of a myth or ritual) or

in more liberal flocks, mage. Although shaman are chosen from birth, these

other important positions are considered a great honor for a doe.

Through this spiritual journey, the young doe becomes increasingly aware of

her place in nature. She gains abilities normally associated with adult

does, such as a demeanor that rarely finds her surprised by events, and a

union with nature that makes her slightly resistant to the unnatural forces

of magic. Most importantly, the young doe has a renewed purpose in life and

a strengthened spirit in accomplishing her new goals.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur
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Mi-goka: Male Coming of Age Ritual

Unlike other bariaur ritual, Mi-goka is performed by the flock's chief. The

reasoning here is that the shaman may be the flock's cultural preserver,

but only the bucks may determine when a male may be considered an adult.

The chief is the ultimate in male authority for the flock, and the champion

for male needs and demands when it comes to flock negotiations. Mi-goka is

the last bastion of male cultural influence in the flock.

Usually, the shaman finds the whole process of Mi-goka disorganized,

spirituality lacking and embarassingly barbaric for her tastes.Thankfully,

Ya'tra, the female coming of age ritual is performed at the same time as

the male ritual, allowing for the shaman to be conspicuously absent from

the scene.

The young buck is abducted from his tent in the middle of the night and

brought out into the wilderness. Surrounding the young one are the flock's

shaman and a half dozen elder bucks. The bucks are dressed in elaborate war

garb, complete with armor, weapons, face paint, and frightening pelt dyes

and shavings. This is meant to be a frightening experience for the buck, so

that he may later know the fear that bariaur warriors strike in the heart

of their enemies.

Once the party reaches a secluded spot, the bucks hold the young one down

and shave his head with a sharpened stone knife. While other cultures and

races have coming of age rituals involving painful circumcision and hunger

induced vision quests, the Mi-goka ritual begins with the horrifying taking

of a bucks hair. Appearence is vitally important to the bariaur. In fact,

you might be surprised to find that some consider them vain. Therefore,

it's not uncommon for a young buck, who the day before swaggered around his

encampment like he owned the plane, to cry and wail like a baby when his

hair is cut.

This humiliation represents cutting the ties to the bucks childhood and his

entering into adulthood, but that's the shaman's

interpretation.Participants tend not to care about the significance, as

that's a woman's concern and of no interest to a buck.

At this point the ritual deviates, depending on the tribe, the skills and

aptitude of the young buck, and the current location of the flock.

Generally, the buck is given a mission involving a dangerous and life

threatening task. The mission always involves a journey of at least a week

from the flock's current camp, intense self-reliance, and the use of

stealth and strategy. The most popular mission is retrieving the hair of a

giant. If the buck survives, the hair is worn on his head in place of his

lost hair, symbolizing his victory. Eventually the giant hair is braided

into a belt when the buck's own hair returns.

Buck's with no hope of accomplishing such a task may be paired with a buck

with more skill. Of course, there is no set way to obtain the giant's hair.

Combat is an unlikely option, even for the most skilled of warriors.

Trickery or persuasion is especially valued, although some giants have

become wise to this, especially in areas of low giant concentrations like

The Outlands. In such areas, smarter giants have devised their own quests

in which to send bariaur in search of hair. These often are the most

difficult missions to accomplish, although they later become epic stories

that rival those of Loki and the gods. Dull-witted giants simply devise

traps or post extra guards to kill or drive off young bucks.

In any case, it is the chief's responsibility to match the young buck to a

task that he's capable of accomplishing. Alternative tasks are also

available, although strongly disliked by the flock's elders, since they

tend to strain the goodwill the bariaur have with other races. Alternative

tasks include: bringing back the pipe of a rival flock's chief, placing

mock bariaur horns on statues in large towns or cities, booby-trapping

portals with mollasses and feathers, and carving the flock's symbol onto

flock's of sheep and goat owned by other races.

Roughly a month later (or maybe longer for more difficult tasks), the young

buck returns victorious, his giant hair on his head or other mission

accomplished. He's welcomed into the flock as a full fledged adult buck,

given a little speech by the bucks about his roles and responsibilties, and

is allowed to brag about his accomplishments repeatedly, in great detail,

to the entire flock. This is all very entertaining to the restless bariaur,

who yearn to be begin their nomadic journey when the weather improves.

These sagas also attracts the attention of the young does who recently

finished their own coming of age ritual.The does are now focused on the

future, including finding the right buck, children and other great

accomplishments. Invariably, this combination leads to the most complicated

of bariaur rituals, mating.

Abyssal Powers
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Hideho all!

I was flipping throuh On Hallowed Ground and was looking for all the

Abyssal Powers when it finally took me a whole hour to read them all,

flipping through the book...

That's why I made this list, joining all the Abyssal powers, without the

Descriptions though... (I might work on that soon)...

So here it is... I also wish to do so for all the planes and powers from

On Hallowed Ground... if any are missing in the book that you guys and

gals might know of, mail them to me (for any power, any plane) so I will

add them to my Powers by the Planes guide.

                             Abyssal powers

- -Derro power:

Diinkarazan (vengeance)

- -Drow powers:

Kiaransalee (undead, vengeance)

Lolth (spiders, evil, darkness)

- -Gnomish power:

Urdlen (greed, bloodlust)

- -Beholder power:

Great Mother (magic, fertility, tyranny)

- -Bugbear powers:

Grankhul (hunting, senses)

Skiggaret (fear)

- -Giant power:

Kostchtchie (strength, violence) (Abyssal Lord)

- -Humanoid (miscellanious) powers:

Baphomet [Minautors] (Battle, minautors)

Vaprak [Ogres] (combat, greed)

Yeenoghu [Gnolls, ghouls] (Gnoll, ghouls, paralysis)

- -Lycanthropy power:

Eschebala [foxwomen] (vanity, cunning, charm, greed)

- -Miscellanious Monstruous powers:

Jubilex (unknown)

Kanchelsis [Vampires] (Blood, magic)

- -Reptilian and amphibian powers:

Laogzed [Troglodytes] (eating)

Mershaulk [Yuan-ti] (Poison, somnolence)

Ramenos [Bullywug] (somnolence, decay)

Sess'innek [Lizard kings] (Dominion) (Abyssal lord who gained

worshippers, but not enough to be a true power)

- -Sea power:

Demogorgon [Ixitxachitl] (Energy drain, domination) (Abyssal Lord who

gained enough worshippers to be a true power)

- -Indian power:

Kali (life, death)

- -Krynn powers (Dragonlance):

Chemosh (undead)

Hiddukel (Greed, betrayal)

- -Toril powers (Forgotten Realms):

Beshaba (mischief, bad luck)

Umberlee (Ocean, sea winds)

- -Dead power:

Moander (Corruption, decay) (a faerunian power slayed by Finder)

- -Abyssal Lords:

Alzrius (601st, Conflagratum)

Baphomet (600th, Endless Maze)

Demogorgon (88th, the Gaping Maw)

Fraz Urblu (said to have staked out a small realm on the Gray Waste)

Graz'zt (45th, 46th, 47th, Azzagrat)

Jubilex (222nd, Shedaklah)

Kostchtchie (23rd, Iron Wastes)

Lissa'aere (27th, Malignebula)

Pazrael (503rd, Torremor)

Sess'innek (7th, Phantom plane)

Thralhavoc (used to rule the 348th)

Vucarik, Consort of Chains (wanders)

Yeenoghu (422nd, the Seeping Woods)

Zuggtmoy (222nd, Shedaklah)

Hope you enjoy and send me those missing...

- --

Gunman 666

"A fiends' words are sharper than a blade"

The FYB page

http://reflexe.qc.ca/fyb/

In the Hive: Chaos Soup

http://come.to/chaos_soup

Welcome to the Baraster Isles

http://members.xoom.com/gunman666

Where do Athasian planes fit in?
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I ran a Dark Sun campaign a few years back and had very strong tie-ins to the 

Inner Planes.  The Dark Sun supplement, Earth, Air, Fire & Water details 

information about how the elementals and the para-elemental inner planes were 

tied directly to the health of Athas.  I thought this an excellent idea (in 

terms of Planescape) and even built on it.

In my game, all of the elemental planes had a portion of themselves linked to 

each prime world.  Some prime worlds, naturally, had more of one 

(para)element than the other.  Very often, an equal balance of elements 

existed or still exists (such as the Toril, Oerth, Krynn and ancient Athas).  

As long as the element continues to exist in whatever harmonious balance it 

originally started with, all is right in the world.

But - pow - come to Athas during the rise of the dragon-kings and the 

genocidal wars fought by defilers.  Defiling magic out and out destroys the 

elements - earth is dried up and disintegrates, water vanishes, air becomes 

ever-hot, and fire is rare for there are no materials to burn.  And the 

effect here had a similar effect on each portion of the elemental plane, a 

large part of the plane of elemental earth dried up and became silt.  Cool 

breezes in one area of the plane became hot and furnacelike.  And in the 

plane of water, a pocket of nothingness with scant drops of water was created.

And this damage cannot be undone on a planar level.  Only the return of the 

proper elemental balance to Athas will correct the devastating effects 

defiling has had also on the inner elemental planes.  The elemental powers 

are of course furious with a situation gone so bad that large portions of 

their planes have been sorely compromised that they grant their clerics 

special abilities and powers to restore Athas.  The powers that be make the 

focus of worship the elements themselves and not any one elemental deity in 

order to keep the clerics on the right track in their day-to-day struggles 

for balance.

If other prime worlds also change like Athas did, then the inner planes would 

be slowly but surely transformed to reflect those changes.  Act now and an 

inner planar turmoil might be prevented.  Simply ignore Athas and risk 

dooming all the elements as we know it.  So what were the elemental powers to 

do?  If word got out of the disaster on Athas and the secret of defiling 

spread throughout the multiverse, the inner planes would never be the same.  

And so the elemental powers created the Grey, a semi-planar barrier around 

Athas in the Ethereal Plane, that allows no planar contact with the outer 

planes and only limited  contact with the inner planes (who are trusted).  

Thus the secret of defiling stays locked on Athas and elemental agents travel 

the surface doing what they can to restore elemental balance to a 

magic-scarred world without any outside interference.

Also with the Age of Heroes, new elemental forces are going to emerge meaning 

that the other inner planes may want to check out certain things:

> The Great Salt Flats like the Ivory Triangle - the plane of Salt would love 

it here, no water.

> Dust elementals frollicking in the Sea of Silt and studying what the hell 

is turning things to dust rather easily (something we can bring home and use 

on the other planes?)

> Mineral planar forces seizing tons of obsidian all over the planet.

> Magma elemental forces just working to expand that caldera as well as take 

out the Cerulean storm.

> Lightning clerics would rejoice in the Cerulean Storm's raging bolts of 

lightning

> Ooze beings wallow in the new mud made from silt and rain.

And the list goes on and on....

The Black is a psi-magical construct similar to Inner Space that is used to 

confine Rajaat   and his halfling-shadow giant servants.  It was created by 

the remaining Champions  using the Dark Lens.  It is not so much a plane but 

an extra-dimensional prison who's exits and entrances are solely on Athas.

As far as the "new" para-elemental planes listed in that book, I considered 

that an  Athasian spin based on their limited knowledge of the elemental 

planes.   The plane of magma stayed the same.   The Athasians only thought 

that the others were separate para-elemental planes.  Silt is just an area of 

the elemental plane of ooze that now more resembles the plane of dust.  

Perhaps this area, when it was being transformed, also transformed the 

elementals there (so you have silt elementals and drakes - and now silt 

sprites?).   The paraelemental plane of the sun is really a portion of the 

elemental plane of smoke that had to retreat from its Athasian 'allocation'.  

Beings on the "plane of sun" are seeing what they think to be a sun but is 

merely the distant plane of fire burning in the 'sky' of a clear section of 

the plane of smoke.  The same goes for the rain plane.  But here rain is 

para-elemental ice that is affected by Athasian heat and melts to form rain.

In fact, the Inner Planes book has more stylized areas of unique terrain when 

inner planes border each other that would fit in well with this idea (if I 

had the book on me I'd name a few).

Ed  Bonny

Faction Fates post FW (big spoiler)
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TrUlster asked:

> I, and I am sure a lot of other people, want to know even more. Most

> listmembers probably have a favorite faction. What they would want to 

> find out is what happens to their fav faction. So, could somebody 

> spill the Sigillian beans in a very spoiler-marked way?

  Okey-doke.  I've lived where game stores were scarcer than Taker

consciences, so I understand the problem.
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Listed in order of biggest to smallest changes:

Mercykillers:

  Nilesia is sold into fiendish slavery by Darkwood.  Arwyl Swan's Son

institutes sweeping reforms and starts releasing scads of prisoners. 

This splinters the group into their original components:  The Sons of

Mercy and the Sodkillers.

  Sons of Mercy: wind up trying to do the job of both the Harmonium and

the Mercykillers in SpFW (Sigil post Faction War) and failing.  Think of

it as Ankh-Morpork's Night Watch.

  Sodkillers: end up creating 'The Minder's Guild' which is well on its

way to becoming the next 'might makes right' faction in town.  They hire

out mercs and minders to everyone that can afford it and fill in the

gaps (for the affluent) that the Sons of Mercy can't.

Doomguard:

  The Armory is totally destroyed.  Pentar is mazed, Cromlich mortally

wounded if not killed.  Doomguard are universally hated in SpFW.  The 4

towers disappear back to their home planes, with the pitiful remnants of

the faction.  Technically, the faction is not dead.  But who's gonna

rebuild it?

Sign of One,

Believers of the Source:

  For utterly unbelievable reasons, these factions decide to merge into

a new one, called "The Mind's Eye", and go off to wander the planes in

search of individual enlightenment.  Their new base is in the Outlands,

both former factols were mazed, and Ombidias from the Godsmen is named

factol of the new faction.  Speaker's Hall bought by Harys Hatchis and

turned into a convention center, Great Foundry now run by bladelings.

Transcendant Order:

  Factol Rhys is the only surviving factol from 'Factol's Manifesto'. 

She returns to SpFW, disbands the Ciphers as commanded by the LoP, and

sets them to running the new 'Sigil Advisory Council', the defacto

government of SpFW.  So in one sense, the Ciphers 'win' the war.

Great Gymnasium now run by hill giants.

Harmonium,

Fraternity of Order:

  Both factols for these groups were assassinated in the war, and both

choose to relocate to their planes of greatest influence post FW. 

Sarin's wife Faith takes up the reins for the Harmonium and focusses

them in a less military fashion.  The Guvners are still working through

their bureacracy to choose a new factol.  Barracks stands empty, Courts

now run by Dabus, but poorly.  They eventually start rehiring other

judges.  The Sons of Mercy determine sentencing, so they've got final

call on justice in any case.

Athar:

  Leave SpFW rather than be disbanded.  They relocate to the Spire,

seeing as how it's the only other safe place they can promote their

anti-power philosophy from.  One imagines their Astral fortress is

abandoned as well.  Factol Terrance mazed, no replacement is mentioned.

Oh, and some die-hard god-haters remain in UnderSigil, but they're not

faction supported.  Shattered Temple razed, giant temple to Hades built

in its place by incredibly smug priests.

Fated:

  Hated in SpFW for starting this mess, they bug out for Ysgard. 

Darkwood, needless to say, is majorly toast.  No replacement Factol

mentioned.  They swing back towards the good side of their belief axis,

once more emphasizing 'take what you GET' rather than 'take what you

CAN'.  Halls of Records and Information ransacked by crosstraders of all

stripes.

Revolutionary League:

  Inexplicably leave town, relocating to safe houses in Carceri. 

Apparently, they can't handle the idea that they've 'won'.  While they

debate on how best to create their brave new world, the Ciphers do it.

(see above)  Also, subsects of the faction break off to revolt against

whatever plan the main group comes up with.

Society of Sensation:

  Montgomery mazed.  No replacement named.  Many members bail out for

Arborean HQ, others decide to roam the planes in search of experience. 

The majority stay in Sigil and disband as a faction, but continue to run

the Civic Festhall and provide entertainment for the Cage.

Dustmen,

Bleak Cabal,

Xaosmen,

Free League:

  Ditch their emblems and ranks and go on in SpFW as if nothing's

changed.  Their leaders all got mazed, but so what?  The Dustmen take it

the hardest, and may have to move the Mortuary because all their

convenient portals have gone on the blink.

Mr. Niceguy

jtwright@sysnet.net

Visit the Cage at http://welcome.to/the_cage

Now with Synjyn's latest Adventure Hook on Bytopia: The Greater Good!>>

Reposted by Galen, and I hope you appreciate the 20 minutes or Archive

surfing to find it!

Mi-goka: Male Coming of Age Ritual

Unlike other bariaur ritual, Mi-goka is performed by the flock's chief. The

reasoning here is that the shaman may be the flock's cultural preserver,

but only the bucks may determine when a male may be considered an adult.

The chief is the ultimate in male authority for the flock, and the champion

for male needs and demands when it comes to flock negotiations. Mi-goka is

the last bastion of male cultural influence in the flock.

Usually, the shaman finds the whole process of Mi-goka disorganized,

spirituality lacking and embarassingly barbaric for her tastes.Thankfully,

Ya'tra, the female coming of age ritual is performed at the same time as

the male ritual, allowing for the shaman to be conspicuously absent from

the scene.

The young buck is abducted from his tent in the middle of the night and

brought out into the wilderness. Surrounding the young one are the flock's

shaman and a half dozen elder bucks. The bucks are dressed in elaborate war

garb, complete with armor, weapons, face paint, and frightening pelt dyes

and shavings. This is meant to be a frightening experience for the buck, so

that he may later know the fear that bariaur warriors strike in the heart

of their enemies.

Once the party reaches a secluded spot, the bucks hold the young one down

and shave his head with a sharpened stone knife. While other cultures and

races have coming of age rituals involving painful circumcision and hunger

induced vision quests, the Mi-goka ritual begins with the horrifying taking

of a bucks hair. Appearence is vitally important to the bariaur. In fact,

you might be surprised to find that some consider them vain. Therefore,

it's not uncommon for a young buck, who the day before swaggered around his

encampment like he owned the plane, to cry and wail like a baby when his

hair is cut.

This humiliation represents cutting the ties to the bucks childhood and his

entering into adulthood, but that's the shaman's

interpretation.Participants tend not to care about the significance, as

that's a woman's concern and of no interest to a buck.

At this point the ritual deviates, depending on the tribe, the skills and

aptitude of the young buck, and the current location of the flock.

Generally, the buck is given a mission involving a dangerous and life

threatening task. The mission always involves a journey of at least a week

from the flock's current camp, intense self-reliance, and the use of

stealth and strategy. The most popular mission is retrieving the hair of a

giant. If the buck survives, the hair is worn on his head in place of his

lost hair, symbolizing his victory. Eventually the giant hair is braided

into a belt when the buck's own hair returns.

Buck's with no hope of accomplishing such a task may be paired with a buck

with more skill. Of course, there is no set way to obtain the giant's hair.

Combat is an unlikely option, even for the most skilled of warriors.

Trickery or persuasion is especially valued, although some giants have

become wise to this, especially in areas of low giant concentrations like

The Outlands. In such areas, smarter giants have devised their own quests

in which to send bariaur in search of hair. These often are the most

difficult missions to accomplish, although they later become epic stories

that rival those of Loki and the gods. Dull-witted giants simply devise

traps or post extra guards to kill or drive off young bucks.

In any case, it is the chief's responsibility to match the young buck to a

task that he's capable of accomplishing. Alternative tasks are also

available, although strongly disliked by the flock's elders, since they

tend to strain the goodwill the bariaur have with other races. Alternative

tasks include: bringing back the pipe of a rival flock's chief, placing

mock bariaur horns on statues in large towns or cities, booby-trapping

portals with mollasses and feathers, and carving the flock's symbol onto

flock's of sheep and goat owned by other races.

Roughly a month later (or maybe longer for more difficult tasks), the young

buck returns victorious, his giant hair on his head or other mission

accomplished. He's welcomed into the flock as a full fledged adult buck,

given a little speech by the bucks about his roles and responsibilties, and

is allowed to brag about his accomplishments repeatedly, in great detail,

to the entire flock. This is all very entertaining to the restless bariaur,

who yearn to be begin their nomadic journey when the weather improves.

These sagas also attracts the attention of the young does who recently

finished their own coming of age ritual.The does are now focused on the

future, including finding the right buck, children and other great

accomplishments. Invariably, this combination leads to the most complicated

of bariaur rituals, mating.

Jahon Philsprecht Speeks 


PART 1__________________________________________________________

"
Thus have I uncovered, and found, by paths and rituals unknown to humankind,

or any of the dry races.


The Worlds begin with positive energy, and it is the source of all life.


Elemental vortices open not only within crystal spheres, but berk, they open in the plogiston as well.  You don't believe me? that's you're loss, not mine,

knowledge is valuable, sod, don't waste it.


If the vortex is of one of the elemental planes then it is short lived, the

stuff difuses into the phlogiston, or causes an explosion, and reports of

negative vortices in the phlogiston have not been confirmed. Only if the vortex

leads to the plane of life can the process begin.  


Extreme concentrations of positive energy can cause the phlogiston to

solidify, or so I have discovered, by strict Psionic research. The substance

create this way is a hard crystal, not unlike, identicle to ( in every way that

I have tested), in fact, the crystal spheres that surround prime worlds.


This has lead to the discovery by us, the true chosen of the prime, that the creation of a world begins with a positive vortex. As the vortex forms the

phlogiston surrounding it solidifies, to form a shere, and as the vortex shoves

out more energy, the shere is forced to expand until it is so large that the

phlogistonial pressure from without is exactly equal to the life pressure

within. 


This "Life Shere" then begins to fill with simple lifeforms, mainly from the positive plane itself, and these creatures devour the energy and produce

pressure upon the frabric of space, causing the creation of vortices to other

planes.  The force that gives weight causes all of the earth, water, fire, and

air to congregate into large balls, and to be infused with the energy that

diffuses the sphere, and is even now being displaced by vacuum and dust.


As the spheres of rock now contain positive energy they make great places for life to thrive, and just as the body needs the four elements to survive, so does the spirit need positive energy.  These first creatures, the rock things, the

galeb dur, absorb the enrgy from the earth itself, and thus drain the energy

from the land to feed their own spirits.


When the land is drained the only source of energy is that which lies at the center of the sphere, the great vortex, and creatures, plants as they are

called, that take this grow up.  Coming next are the creatures that eat the

plants, and they take in the positive energy that is bound within the plantrs

themselves.


But, I hear you ask, what do the creatures use this energy for, a good

question, and one that, if I were to fail to answer, I should be no sort of a

psioniscist at all.  They feed their spirits.  As the body uses fire to extract

sustenance and positive energy from earth, so the soul does extract sustenance

from positive energy, and what is left becomes belief energy.


I am afraid, my friends, that this is all that I can say for now, but soon I

shall say of how mortal creatrures can survive on the outer planes, without the

benefit of the positive plane."

- -Jahon Philsprecht, Metaphysicist

"
Thus have I uncovered, and found, by paths and rituals unknown to humankind, or any of the dry races.


The Worlds begin with positive energy, and it is the source of all life.


Elemental vortices open not only within crystal spheres, but berk, they open in the plogiston as well.  You don't believe me? that's you're loss, not mine,

knowledge is valuable, sod, don't waste it.


If the vortex is of one of the elemental planes then it is short lived, the

stuff difuses into the phlogiston, or causes an explosion, and reports of

negative vortices in the phlogiston have not been confirmed. Only if the vortex

leads to the plane of life can the process begin.  


Extreme concentrations of positive energy can cause the phlogiston to

solidify, or so I have discovered, by strict Psionic research. The substance

create this way is a hard crystal, not unlike, identicle to ( in every way that

I have tested), in fact, the crystal spheres that surround prime worlds.


This has lead to the discovery by us, the true chosen of the prime, that the creation of a world begins with a positive vortex. As the vortex forms the

phlogiston surrounding it solidifies, to form a shere, and as the vortex shoves

out more energy, the shere is forced to expand until it is so large that the

phlogistonial pressure from without is exactly equal to the life pressure

within. 


This "Life Shere" then begins to fill with simple lifeforms, mainly from the positive plane itself, and these creatures devour the energy and produce

pressure upon the frabric of space, causing the creation of vortices to other

planes.  The force that gives weight causes all of the earth, water, fire, and

air to congregate into large balls, and to be infused with the energy that

diffuses the sphere, and is even now being displaced by vacuum and dust.


As the spheres of rock now contain positive energy they make great places for life to thrive, and just as the body needs the four elements to survive, so does the spirit need positive energy.  These first creatures, the rock things, the

galeb dur, absorb the enrgy from the earth itself, and thus drain the energy

from the land to feed their own spirits.


When the land is drained the only source of energy is that which lies at the center of the sphere, the great vortex, and creatures, plants as they are

called, that take this grow up.  Coming next are the creatures that eat the

plants, and they take in the positive energy that is bound within the plantrs

themselves.


But, I hear you ask, what do the creatures use this energy for, a good

question, and one that, if I were to fail to answer, I should be no sort of a

psioniscist at all.  They feed their spirits.  As the body uses fire to extract

sustenance and positive energy from earth, so the soul does extract sustenance

from positive energy, and what is left becomes belief energy.


I am afraid, my friends, that this is all that I can say for now, but soon I

shall say of how mortal creatrures can survive on the outer planes, without the

benefit of the positive plane."

- -Jahon Philsprecht, Metaphysicist

PART 2_________________________________________________________

"
Greatings, friends ! I am, once more, going to speek of my own observations on Metaphysics. Some of these are common knowledge, some are uncommon knowledge, and some have I discovered myself.


First I must apologise for a translation error in my first lesson.  The word that was translated as 'psionicist' should have been translated as

'metaphysicist', the fact that you're races make a distinction between the two

has always been puzzling to the poor sod that is me!


My friends, whether you are the canniest of bloods or the most clueless of primes you must know that you, and all living things, require food to eat in

order to live. The actual type of food required acn vary from species to

species, the dietry requirements of bodies like mine is quite . . . *specific*.


It is my deduction, as I have said before, that a berk's soul is fed by the

positive energy that lurks within the food, and that belief is the byproduct of

this reaction.  However belief has a great amount of energy left in it, not

positive energy, as that would be used by the soul, but energy of another kind,

which, it is my oppinion, is, along with positive and negative energy, but a

manifestation of a more basic type of energy.  What this more basic energy is is

a dark to which I have not yet tumbled !


The energy left in belief is used, however, it is converted into

pseudoelements by passing through 'alignment filters' that can convert this

energy into pseudofire, pseudowater, pseudoearth, pseudoair, negative

pseudoenergy, and positive pseudoenergy. These 'alignment filters' are found in

astral colour pools, and affect all belief that enters the outer planes.


The Outer planes themselves are built from these pseudoelements, and are, for that reason very differnt from the prime, which is made from true elements. This is known to most canny cutters, and is very important.  What is even more important is the effect which living of positive pseudoenergy has upon the souls of the living inhabitants of these planes.  The planars on a specific plane tend to share the philosophical alignment of the plane itself, why? It is, in fact,

because these sod's 'ave been ingesting and processing positive pseudoenergy of

that philosphical alignment for the whole of their lives, and have thus been

affected by the planes, and this manifests not just in philosophical beliefs,

but also in the form of abilities that mark planars different from primes.


It follows from this that a creature with even more of a share of planar

energy than normal within it will be even more affected, this is true, and such

creatures are known as the plane touched.  In order to test this I attempted to

resurect a long dead human-beast in the middle of a highly concentrated area of

positive pseudoenergy on Baator, and he did indeed become a tiefling-beast !


Lastly, in this lesson, I would like to point out that it is possible to use

the energy contained within belief on it's own, without it being converted into

pseudoelements, how this is done is dark, and probably only the creatures that

do this know, and their guarding the secret closly, because it gives them

enormous power."

- -Jahon Philsprecht, Metaphysicist

PART 3____________________________________________________________

"
It is time for my third lesson in metaphysics, filled with darks that I alone have uncovered, and that you inferier races could never learn by you're own

hand.


I have recounted how prime spheres are formed, and how it is possible for creatures sependant upon positive energy for their spiritual survival can live

on the outer planes, cut off from the source of the life force that drives them.

Now I shall talk of what happens upon the death of the body, which is essentialy

a powerhouse designed to remove positive energy from physical food.


It is known that when a body becomes so worn out out or damaged that it can no longer function properly it releases the spirit that is normaly held within it, and that that spirit then travels to the outer planes.  


This is wrong. 


 I have determined that in fact a spirit is always pushed towards the outer planes, pushed, not pulled, and this is because the negative energy coming from the inner planes is forcing the spirit, a matrix of bound positive energy, away

from the inner planes.  The spirit itself, as a matrix of positive energy cannot

travel through the astral, but needs to be converted into belief first.  


This can only occur at certain times, and one of these is when the body dies. As the body no longer processes positive energy the spirit needs to get some

from somewhere, and in a desperate reflex it devours it's own memories, which

are stored as a pattern of positive energy, and releases a pulse of belief which

follows the same pattern into the astral plane. 


Something is special about this pulse of belief, as it cannot pass through the "alignment filters" and into the outer planes, and remains instead in the astral permanently.


If a person's body is revived after such an event has occured then they suffer memory loss.  If they are not revived, however, then the spirit, in it's

exasperation, devours itself, releasing a pulse of belief, again in the pattern

of the pattern that was devoured, and this pulse travels through the astral to

the outers, and passing through the alignment filters it forms up into a

pseudobody made of pseudoelements and a pseudospirit made of pseudoenergy, this construct is known as a petitioner.


This is the normal process, however it can be interfered with on the prime, as I shall tell in my fourth lesson, or it can be interfered with on the astral as I shall detail here.


Sometimes a spirit is so aligned to the belief of a certain credovore (belief eater) that it is attracted to the area of the alignment filter that this

credovore resides by, most credovores know that it is foolish to i,mediatly

devour the belief pulse, as if the belief pulse is alowed through the filter to

the outer plane beyond then it can be made to align itself even more to the

credovore's belief form, and can, at a later point be pulled back into the

astral, to be devoured by the credovore, and as it is more closely aligned, less

of it's energy is wasted."

- -Jahon Philsprecht, Metaphysicist

PART 4_______________________________________________________________

"
At last I have reached the fourth of my lessons in metaphysics, and I must say that I shall be glad when I am no longer telling these darks to such lesser

creatures, and I can get back to my work.


This Lesson contains a number of theorys on the subject of the Undead (which have been tested to the same extent as the theories mentioned in my previous lessons) and a number of speculations upon other subjects that have not yet been tested.


First we must make a distinction between the following different types of Undead, Animated Undead, Ghostly Undead, and True Undead.  


The first category consists of creatures with a body, but not a mind.  This includes skeletons and zombies, and esentialy meens that the creature is a mere automaton, animated by some energy, whether it be magical, psionic, or of a less corporeal nature.  These creatures are truly of no interest to me, contrary to

popular belief among some they are not dependent upon the negative energy plane, and they are perfectly capable of surviving anywhere, provided that the force that animates them remains. They are mindless and souless: completely

irrelavent.


The second type of Undead creature is much more interesting, these creatures are essentialy spirits with no body, the opposite of the first type.  These

creatures are created by preventing the spirit from devouring itself, and thus

causing it to remain on the prime and send no encoded belief pulse through the

Astral Plane.  These creatures include Ghosts, Wraiths, and Spectres, as well as

other creatures of this sort. It is believed that intesnse psychological trauma

just before death can damage the soul's ability to digest positive energy, an

effect that may acount for spontaneously created ghosts.  All creatures in this

category of Undead, however they are created, require some energy to keep

themselves alive, and prevent fading away, when leaving the bounds of the brain

the creature is no longer protected from negative energy, and thus comes into

contact with it, a process which, by gradualy destroying what is left of the

creatures soul keeps it alive in a new form, dependent upon negative energy.  It

has been sugested that petitioners returning to the prime from the outer planes

can become Ghostly Undead, how this happens, if indeed it does, is not known at

present.


The final category, True Undead, consists of creatures whos mind is kept within their body, but who are relieved from the nescesity of digesting positive energy, somehow these creatures are able to, by strange dark magics, convert their spirit's into pure negative energy, rather than pure positive.  This meens that the creature is able to stay 'alive' no matter whether the body is dead,

but this does meen that without magical aid the body is unable to gain

sustenance from it's food, and so for some of these creatures the heart is used

to extract sustenance that has already been extracted from food, the presence of

wood in this system prevents the processing of the sustenance.


Now that I have dealt with Undead I shall go on to put a few theories about that may interest you.


I have mentioned that positive energy can be convereted into sustenance and belief by the soul, but I have not said what a soul converts pseudoenergy into. It has been sugested that pseudoenergy is converted into either certainty, understanding, or canniness, it would vertainly acount for the fact that Primes entering the Planes take a while to get rid of their old wrong-headed beliefs and become certain and canny, like a planar.


The next question that must interest us is, where this whatever it is goes, it has been sugested that there is another plane linking the inner and outer

planes, the Ordial Plane, I submit that this is probably correct, and that the

energy is then passed through reality filters, to produce elements and energies.


It has been noticed that the astral is infinitly small and that the ethereal

is infinitly large, I thus submit that the Ordeal, if it exists, should be

Infinitly Average sized.


Finaly I must bid you all farewell, for now, and say that although I am

flatterd that someone might think that I am a Credovore, I am not ... yet ... a

more acurate description of what I am would be ... Neurovore"

- -Jahon Philsprecht, Metaphysicist, Illithid, Factotum, Prime, Proxy, and Blood

Carve Deum

The Bazzalisk /

            <//>
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Understanding fiends


Hello there!

After the recent discussion about the differences between tanar'ri,

yugoloths and baatezu, I've written a little text just to make myself

the understanding of the fiends more easy. Maybe it also helps

anyone else, or at least provides some fun reading it :)

CU,

Heiner

- --

The Stone of Understanding

The deva looked at his mortal friend with a feeling of warmth and

absolute fear. He knew Garrith was a genius - perhaps the greatest

of all mortal minds in existence. But he also knew the dangers of Evil.

"The gehreleth escaped me", he explained, handing over the Stone of

Understanding. It was a dark ruby, with some strange purple light

dancing in its inside.

Garrith showed obvious excitement as he set the ruby in its place in a

silver circlet. "With this, Imazril, my friend, we will be able to

unleash the secrets of Evil against itself."

He took a deep breath. "I know of your fears. But I assure you, there's no

danger. Remember, I was strong enough - no, I was _pure_ enough to resist

Evil and Insanity when I read the mind of a Balor. If there is anyone able

to do this, it is me. And you know it has to be done."

"I would not be here if I didn't. But I still want you to be careful. We

both don't know what exactly awaits you." The deva spoke with a whispering

voice, as if the wrong words could open up a gate to Baator.

"I will be", the mortal answered. "And please, promise me one thing."

"Anything."

"If you notice that I've changed - I don't believe it _can_ happen at all,

but if you notice it: Then kill me. Take my gift if you do it."

The deva's eyes widened in fear with these words, and he looked upon

the white shining blade at his side. This was Soultaker, the most

powerful weapon he ever had. The only weapon the deva knew of which

destroyed the very soul of its' victims.

Before the deva could look up again, Garrith had put the silver circlet

on his head.

"I feel you!" the tanar'ri screamed. "You're here! Who are you?"

Garrith stayed silent. He tried to find out where he was, but there

was nothing but absolute darkness around him.

"You're that deva, right? Show yourself, so I can rip your very soul

into pieces!" Garrith still stayed silent. Slowly, he understood how

to use his creation. He merged his soul with that of the tanar'ri.

A thousand questions sprang up in his mind at the same time. Why did

the deva do this to him? How was he able to do it? How could it be

that the deva was stronger than he, the tyrant of the Fearseas? Besides,

how could it be the deva didn't instead slay that damn marilith that

tried to cease the power from Slarzshass? And why didn't Slarzshass himself

already slay the marilith? His bloodlust screamed up like a tortured

mortal. "Hezrou" did it call him! Slarzshass was not like any hezrou,

it was an individual. No one else had the Understanding that Slarzshass had!

And he knew that one day he'd rule the Abyss, the Outer Planes - the

multiverse.. that was, if he could get out of this damned NOTHINGNESS!

With a scream that showed all his terrifying inner rage, Slarzshass suddenly

felt he was all alone again.

The visit in the tanar'ri's soul had taken less than a second. Still,

Garrith needed some time to shake away the horror in his mind. The

tanar'ri were not just insane. They were incarnations of rage and hatred

and lust, all without any bounds. But already Garrith was getting back

to think as himself, planning for how to use his gained knowledge for

the greater good of the universe.

"I greet you, whoever you are." The voice of the arcanaloth hitted

Garrith as an arrow. He already visited the next soul? It seemed he

knew his own artifact not as good as he thought. But he had recovered

from the tanar'ri. He was ready to merge again.

Kirrion tried to see something in the darkness. He didn't feel very

well here - he didn't know where he was, and what awaited him, and thus

it was hard to plan anything.

Anyway, it seemed as if all his plans currently in motion would have to

wait a while. When that lowly deva came into his rooms, unexpected,

it was clear the arcanaloth's plans had gone wrong. Of course, he knew

of that deva's plans since a long time, and he knew of his mortal toy

(actually, Kirrion wasn't sure if the deva wasn't that mortal's toy

instead). But his plan was to bring the deva into the clutches of a

hezrou tanar'ri he knew, a creature extremely able at corrupting others

by just showing them fear. True fear, that is.

The deva's fate would've made the mortal try persuading others at

seeking the deva to rescue him - which again would've brought more souls

to the hezrou, and thus to the side of Evil. And it would've strengthened

the hezrou, which, as Kirrion knew, needed only a bit more power to

overthrow a rival marilith. And sooner or later, the successful hezrou

would've sent an army to Baator, particularly to the fortress of a

pit fiend that angered him many times in the last few millenia. And

because Kirrion knew that this pit fiend was so successful with forcing

his law upon the multiverse that he was, in the long run, a real danger

for the chaos of the tanar'ri, Kirrion really wanted this danger for

the balance removed.

To be successful, Evil needed both Chaos and Law.

Another second had passed. Garrith was frightened, understanding that

all his plans were just the part of a greater web of intrigues of a

yugoloth that had nearly cost him his best friend!

But this time, Garrith shook the horror of his mind suddenly, as he knew

the baatezu was already waiting. Imazril had captured that particular

pit fiend of which the arcanaloth was just thinking. Again, the mortal

merged his soul with that of a fiend.

"Are you okay?" It was the first question the deva asked his friend as

he awakened after just some seconds.

"Sure. And I've learned much."

The deva glanced at his friend with a doubtful face. His hand layed

on Soultaker, ready to act if it was truly needed.

"I'm okay", repeated Garrith, smiling warmly. The deva relaxed a bit.

"So, what did you learn? As I hate them most - what's the secret of

the baatezu?"

"They seek control", Garrith answered, still smiling.

The Tanar'riaur


Another "monster" for you folks.  Let me know what you think.

- --gary

Tale of the Tanar'riaur

www.bariaur.com

Tanar'riaur

Bachel the Balor screached in pain. He turned and saw a large creature with

scimitar horns, kind of like a bariaur but more sinister and crafty. The

creature had just impaled one of its horns in left side. It would have been

a mortal blow to any other creature, but was a mere scratch to Bachel.

Bachel waved his hand and a bolt of blue-green lightning shot into the

creature, vaporizing it from the inside out.

"What in hell was that?!!" Bachel telepathed across the battlefield to his

pit fiend rival Malignus.

"Bwa ha ha ha," Malignus laughed. "I see you've met my son."

The battle continued beneath them in the Outland valley. Lemures oozed and

overwhelmed a legion of beleaguered cambions. A dozen beholders, brought

here from some unholy alliance with the beholder god, zapped lemures into

sticky paste with rays from their eyestalks.

"How can that thing be yours?" thought back Bachel, trying to comprehend

the battlefield, the assassination attempt and his rival's intentions all

at once.

"Yes, you didn't smell him did you?" Malignus chided. "That's because he's

an Outlander -- never even stepped foot in Baator."

"But when did YOU sire a son in The Outlands?" Bachel asked naively,

playing on Malignus' ego to gain more information.

The cambions threw their last bit of strength against the lemures, pushing

them back nearly twenty yards before the beholders flew in for the

slaughter, their eyestalks shooting a rainbow of colors at the nearly spent

cambions.

"It was that little bet of ours, about the bariaur, remember?" Malignus

telepathed.

The battle was nearly over and the Baatoran forces had clearly claimed

victory on this battlefield. An army of dwarves waited to the north, ready

to contain the battle if it spilled over into their territory. They started

to advance as they saw most of the forces decimated.

Bachel looked to the advancing dwarves and the beholders who were now

focusing on the Tanar'ri leadership.

"Next time maybe I'll have a little horned surprise of my own for you!"

Bachel telepathed to Malignus, right before teleporting back to The Abyss.

His commanders were left behind to be slaughtered by the beholders, and

waiting dwarves. Such was the price of failure.

=====

Tanar'riaur are the offspring of a Tanar'ri and a female bariaur. Like the

barzu, the tanar'riaur is always male.

At birth the Tanar'riaur appears to be a normal male bariaur, although

without horns. A member of the Payira Order appears shortly after the

births to induct the newborn into their order. Most bariaur flocks are

never aware of the true nature of the Tanar'riaur.

The payira master who raises the Tanar'riaur soon discovers the true nature

of this creature. Within a few weeks from birth, the Tanar'riaur's skin

begins to change color from brown to red. It's hair never grows, leaving it

to look like a large rodent. The normal molars of the vegetarian bariaur

grow into large fangs for ripping flesh. The cloven hooves grow claws at

the ends. Even the social activist payira could forgive these

"deformities."

What they cannot forgive is the violent nature of the Tanar'riaur, which

evolves quickly as soon as the young buck is capable of any form of action.

The young Tanar'riaur will harm, kill or defile everything within its

power. As it grows older, so does its strength and likewise its

destruction.

The Payira master, torn between his love for the buck and his duty to the

order, often gives the creature away to a loving tiefling family in hopes

they might better be able to control and cultivate the youngster.

Unfortunately, the Tanar'riaur is beyond anyone's control, as it only

understands pain and suffering. Only the strongest of creatures, both

physical and mental, could possibly hope to control one.

Once the Tanar'riaur reaches its teenage years, it often attempts to find

an outlet for its violence, usually by working as a mercenary or cutthroat.

It's in the teenage years that the Tanar'riaur's sex drive begins to play a

role in its violent behavior, driving it to attempt to mate with any

creature it can. These tendencies towards sex and violence continue

throughout its lifetime, making the creature feared by those who know of

it. Luckily for most creatures, the actions of the Tanar'riaur are extreme

enough to keep it out of normal circulation, although more than one peasant

in a war torn region has opened his door to find a Tanar'riaur.

Although it's a little known fact, many tieflings are born from Tanar'riaur

rapes in regions of war.

Combat: The Tanar'riaur attacks with its two front claws and its vicious

bite. They eschew weapons and any type of armor, as they think it

interferes with their lust -- both of battle and sex.

Barzu magic resistance is similar to that of their fiendish parent.

Barzu are never surprised.

Habitat/Society: Tanar'riaur are welcome in all places where violence and

defilement rue the day. A bariaur would never wish to live within bariaur

society, although it may occasionally prey on its does.

Although Tanar'riaur are welcome in The Abyss, they would rather live

elsewhere, where there are more opportunities to satisfy its lust.

Tanar'riaur are not very intelligent and understand the need to work with

organized groups to satisfy its destructive behaviors. They are the literal

embodiment of the monster terrorizing the countryside, and without a group

to back up its heinous actions, a Tanar'riaur would live a short, brutish

life.

Tanar'riaur care little for money or payment of any type, beyond the

opportunity to wreak havoc on civilian populations. Often they will

patiently fight battles against organized armies, knowing that success will

result in the town or city being sacked and pillaged.

Ecology: Tanar'riaur live to satisfy their lusts for violence and sex. They

are fully capable of reproduction and are thought to be extremely potent,

as witnessed by the many Tanar'riaur offspring in occupied war zones.

Climate/Terrain: Any

Frequency: Very rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Low

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 6

Movement: 15

Hit Dice: 7

THAC0: 13

No. of Attacks: 3

Damage/Attack: 2-12, 1-6, 1-6

Special Attacks: See below

Special Defenses: None

Magic Resistance: 30%

Size: L (9' tall)

Morale: Steady (11-12)

XP Value: 5,000

  Jik Kala (Pl/maleB/P13/FL/LG)


BACKGROUND: Jik Kala was born in The Plains of Thunder realm in The

Homeland region of The Outlands. From an early age, Jik was more serious

than the other bucks. Although he enjoyed fighting and brawling with his

peers, he often wandered off when it came to playing games of chance or

general hell raising. Don't get Jik wrong, he loves games like the next

Bariaur. But Jik needed some substance in his life.

Several of the priests of Tirag Thunderhooves took an interest in the young

buck, seeing his potential as a warrior but also noticing his uncommon

wisdom. What Jik didn't know then, was that the priests also felt a little

alienated from those they served. The general populace didn't have a clue

about what was necessary to maintain their lives, or to serve their god.

There were sacrifices to be made, and Jik Kala understood these sacrifices,

unlike his much older brethren.

Soon Jik began dividing his time between learning combat and tactics, and

spending time with the priests of Tirag Thunderhooves. Although Jik quickly

lost interest in games of chance or contests of skill, his presence was

always desired as an arbitrator of disputes and a force of justice against

cheaters. One day this attracted the attention of a certain white-woolen,

golden-eyed Bariaur.

During a contest, a much larger Bariaur, known to be a bully, used tree

resin during a rope pulling contest. Only Jik Kala was willing to stand up

to the bully and declare the giant buck a cheater. Jik took quite a beating

for his decision but, even while bleeding on the ground, he would not

reverse his decision.

That golden-eyed Bariaur was none other than Tirag Thunderhooves himself.

Tirag personally healed Jik of his wounds and they became fast friends.

Yes, a power and a mortal, friends. Jik became a hoof-brother within

Tirag's order, and vowed to be a force for justice and preserver of life.

DESCRIPTION: Jik Kala is an average looking Bariaur, standing about seven

feet tall and looking like the average Bariaur cutter on the street -- that

is, if he were alone. It seems the soft-spoken Jik is always surrounded by

three or four friends or acquaintances. He's popular among a wide range of

people, despite faction, race, alignment or religion.

After meeting Jik Kala, a cutter may start to notice a few things about Jik

that might not have been so obvious because of the crowd surrounding him.

The most obvious attributes are the markings on his pelt, a pair of praying

hands with the symbol of The Free League between them. Jik also carries a

K'ton (G’wrn-k’ton). A K'ton is a Bariaur weapon consisting of a long steel

staff with a mace on one end and a hammer on the other. Jik carries it at

his side like it were a light-weight bamboo stick, yet the thing weighs

over fifteen pounds, and those unfamiliar with its strange balance might

have trouble even picking it up. As for using the K'ton, the noted scholar

T. Fireheel reports:

   ...bariaur using this weapon make a stand and begin whipping the K’ton

   into a murderous pitch, (which they can do fairly quickly and with

   little effort on their parts) and then use the weapon’s greater striking

   distance to keep foes away from their flanks. Once the weapon is set

   into motion, it takes little to maintain the momentum, and thus the

   bariaur does not tire as easily. Bariaur have been known, however, to

   use the K’ton for other ‘inventive maneuvers, and most of the race are

   at least familiar, if not deadly, with the weapon.

A friend once asked Jik about his choice in weapons: "Hey cutter, it's not

as romantic as a long sword, but the K'ton is the perfect weapon for a

paladin, especially a hoof brother." Jik said. "Standing for righteousness

and good often means standing alone. And for a Bariaur, that means

someone's gotta watch your back."

It's unlikely that Jik would ever get into an altercation without his

numerous friends jumping into the fray. In fact, there's a story about Jik

and what happened late one night when none of his followers were around.

Jik "called" a Baatezu on his use of marked cards while playing Jimbolay.

The fiend and several of his buddies attacked Jik, while Jik simply whirled

that K'ton around, bashing anyone stupid enough to come in for some blood.

While that K'ton twirled, Jik cajoled and joked with the Baatezu, and

eventually they all had a great laugh and a wonderful evening of cards. Of

course, the Baatezu lost big that evening to Jik. But charity money has to

come from somewhere, right?

MOTIVATION: Jik is valued as an honest, diplomatic defender of

righteousness and justice. This doesn't mean Jik goes around like some

Harmonium thug. No, instead you might find Jik in a back alley, watching

over a game of dice. Or you might find him in a marketplace, making sure

the butcher doesn't have his thumb on the scale. Jik is a defender of the

small people. He has no quarrel with fiends, unless their dice are loaded.

He doesn't care about the Blood War, only that the armies do not harm the

environments of their planar battlefields. These small battles that Jik

chooses may not be the meat and drink of most paladins, but it's good work

for a hoof-brother of Tirag, and it's genuinely reflected in Jik Kala's

humble nature and charismatic personality.

STATS: THACO 6, Dmg 1d8+3, AC 3, Hp 83, MV 15, SZ L: Cha 19

NWPs: Blind fighting, Running, Throwing, Engineering, Planar Sense, Planar

Survival

WP's: Battle Axe, G'wrn-K'ton, Spear, Long Sword

Magic Items:

   · Full Armor, Spiked Leather, +4

   · Oil of Elemental Plane Invulnerability (Fire)

   · Pouch of Accessibility

CR2 IMPORT

VIEW SHEET

The Legend of Fen Koraba and the Tree of Seeing


Here's another story.  Please comment on things you like or think should be

changed.  This is the first draft. It started as an NPC exposition and

turned into another "myth" story.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

www.bariaur.com

The Legend of Fen Koraba and the Tree of Seeing

There’s a cutter by the name of Fen Koraba who most think is just a

figment, a urban legend, or at best a long stretch of an exaggeration.  Fen

is an ancient bariaur, with probably close to 70 years of planes having

passed under his hooves. His head is shaved completely bald, his pelt and

general appearance are disheveled to a degree that the average bariaur,

always concerned with looks, would gasp if they saw him walking the

streets.

Fen may be a fashion disaster, from a bariaur viewpoint,  but he’s an

experienced Planewalker unsurpassed by anyone in Sigil or the Planewalkers

Guild.  Yet there’s a simplicity about Fen that shows him to be without

ego, without pride, without any sense of the power and status that his

experience and wisdom should command. Some younger cutters, impressed by

the bariaur, have tried to follow Fen on his quest through the planes.

Most have died, or if lucky, were discouraged early when faced with the

insurmountable odds that Fen seems to attract, like razor vine to a

trellis.

What makes Fen so unusual is his legendary quest. While most cutters have

short-term goals, such as the sensate searching for new experiences or the

mage seeking a lost tome,  Fen’s quest is more long term. In fact, it has

driven him throughout the planes for nearly 50 years.

Fen grew up in Ysgard as a member of the Sacred River Flock. As a boy, he

showed promise as a warrior and was quite adept with the k’ton and broad

sword. When Fen was fifteen he was sent on the usual Mi-goka coming of age

ritual, in which he was to return with the hair of a giant.

Giants in Ysgard are a lot more common and much less hostile than those in

The Outlands or other areas where bariaur act out this ritual, so the risks

of such a quest, as determined by the flock, were minimal. This was

especially true for such an accomplished youth as Fen.

Unfortunately, Fen met up with one of the more crafty giants, by the name

of Jormun, not to be confused with the legendary giant son of Loki named

Jormungand.

Jormun lived in a small house in Jotunheim, placed on a mountainside in a

secluded region. While eating dinner one evening Jormun heard the telltale

sound of hooves clicking on rock, a sure sign that a beast of some sort was

climbing the rocky mountainside.

This really annoyed Jormun, as several bariaur had recently made their way

to his house in search of his hair, of all things.  It seems that his name

sounds a little too much like that of the son of Loki, and next to giants,

bariaur hate no one  more than Loki and his minions. It seems that Loki

betrayed the bariaur into slavery to the giants eons ago. It’s often

surprising, Jormun thought, how long those goat creatures can hold a

grudge. So now, because of his almost infamous name, several bariaur flocks

of Ysgard had singled him out for their childish pranks.

The last two bariaur were too gristly for Jormun’s tastes, with way too

much muscle, so he would need to find another way of disposing of this ones

body. Jormun, like most giants, was lazy, so had no desire to carry the

bariaur carcass down the mountain. He would have to find a way for this

bariaur to leave on his own power without returning in the night to cut his

throat. Simply tossing the carcass off the mountainside attracted too many

wolves and predators -- and that was no good, as they would keep him up at

night fighting over the carcass. This whole thing made little sense to

Jormun, since his hair was quite filthy and filled with lice.

Jormun hid in the kitchen of his house with his battle axe.  In his bed

were various pillows and sacks of potatoes, with a mop hanging out where

the head would be, looking like hair. After the first attempt by a bariaur,

when he awoke to find his greasy hair being cut with a sharpened stone

knife, Jormun had created this little rouse.

Fen entered the house, snuck into the bedroom and starting cutting what he

thought was giant hair with his ceremonial knife.

The giant jumped into the room with the axe and smacked Fen on the head

with the side of the blade. Fen spun with the dagger, but the giant easily

disarmed him, and smacked him again, knocking him to the ground.

Fen stood up, dizzy and blinded as blood flooded into his eyes from  a

wound on his stubby scalp.

"I can’t see!  I can’t see!" Fen said startled, thrashing about with his

horns and hooves.

This reminded Jormun of a conversation he had with his brother Gazug the

night before. His brother, a court mage, recently spoke of a magic tree,

The Tree of Sight, that bloomed in the far reaches of Muspelheim. This tree

produced enchanted fruit that provided "true seeing" for those lucky enough

to eat it. It cured blindness, allowed those who ate it to see through lies

and falsehood and made life forever easier by allowing one to see the

correct action in any given decision.  It was a bunch of hooey as far as

Jormun was concerned.

Gazug spoke of his desire to find the tree, which apparently bloomed

infrequently but was due to produce fruit this season. However, Gazug’s

duties at the court would not allow his quest. When Jormun first learned of

his brothers problem the night before, he had wished he could retrieve the

fruit. Of course this was more to spite his brother and win back favor in

the court than it was to help him out of a sense of altruism or love. Maybe

this bariaur could bring him back that fruit of the tree in exchange for

his mangy, lice-infested hair. He could always eat the bariaur later, even

if he did return.

"Okay goat boy," Jormun said to Fen, shaking him by the neck, "here’s the

plan."

Jormun told Fen where to find the Tree of Sight, based on his brothers

ramblings,  and arranged to trade his hair for return of two of the fruit

from this enchanted tree. Two sounded like a good number, since he could

always eat one himself and give one to his brother.

Fen was happy to be alive but was even happier to have his quest extended.

His hair was coming in slowly and he dreaded returning to the flock without

his hallmark blond locks. Fen agreed to the deal: two of the fruit for the

giants hair. He bandaged the bleeding wound on his head with pieces of mop

and headed back down the mountain, thankful for his life and the time to

let his hair grow. Although he didn’t know it at the time, this would be

the last time Fen concerned himself with his appearance.

Fen traveled for several weeks, sleeping during the day to avoid the giants

and moving through the mountains and hillsides at night. Finally he came to

the hill where the tree was supposed to be. The location matched the

description with a distinctive rock outcropping halfway up the hill. The

Tree of Seeing sat by itself on the green hillside, which was alive with a

large flock of sheep.

Fen made his way up to the tree, the sheep parting as he made his way, but

noticed that the tree was barren.  It was a large tree, maybe a hundred

feet tall, with red leaves with five edges each. But there was no fruit

left, or maybe it had yet to bloom.  Fen was determined to bring back the

fruit of the tree, no matter how long it took, so he unrolled his blanket

and camped under the tree.

The next day, the tree was still barren, as was the next week and the

following month. Fen figured that he probably missed the trees fruit

bearing season. It could be an entire year before the Tree of Seeing would

again bear fruit! The sheep milled about Fen, baying at him, standing like

an idiot under a barren tree on a deserted hillside in the middle of the

realm of the giants. His supplies grew low, so eventually Fen left his

blanket and gear and went down the hill to find some fresh roughage to eat.

It took nearly a day to find enough food to satisfy his hunger. This was

sheep country and they tended to eat everything green they can find, unlike

the more discerning cattle and deer.

Upon returning up the hill the next day, with a pack full of fresh herbs,

Fen could not find the tree! Besides the leaves on the ground, there was no

sign that the tree had been there.  There was no hole in the ground, no

exposed roots, and no exposed earth.

Right before panic set in, Fen thought of what the lost tree meant: no

fruit, no giant hair, no adulthood, no mate, no honor, in fact, he thought

he would most likely be shunned from the flock as a disgrace and

disappointment.  Fen let out a deep anguished yell that echoed through the

valley. His front legs buckled and he rested his head on the ground, where

he sobbed for what he thought were many hours.

"Strange you are acting, young buck." a deep voice boomed next to Fen.

Fen looked up to see a tall giant, with staff in hand. The sheep had not

bayed at his approach, something he had noticed from his own shepherding

days with the bariaur flock, so Fen assumed correctly that this giant the

shepherd.

"The tree! It was here and now it’s gone!" Fen cried. "My entire life is

ruined. There is nothing left for me. I will climb the nearest mountain and

throw myself off."

"Necessary not are such extreme actions, young buck." The giant shepherd

replied. "Fruit  was bore from The Tree of Seeing while you were away, and

now to another plane the tree has now passed.  Another plane it will move

to once again in one year, after it bears fruit once more for but a single

day.  This gift will all beings of the multiverse receive. Such has it

always been and will always be."

"How do you know of this?" Fen said.

"Ate of the fruit I did when the gift the tree bore." the giant said, "Mine

is the gift of true seeing."

"So how do I find the tree now?" Fen asked, hopeful that his quest was not

completely in vain.

"For you to know is not important or desired." the giant said. "To protect

itself and the multiverse the tree moves as it does. To give up your quest

would be wise young buck. To have eaten the fruit is the only way to know

of where the tree may be. And to eat of the fruit is to know that its

secret must be protected at all cost."

The giant began walking down the hill, apparently deciding that the

conversation was over. Fen sighed and started placing his gear into his

pack. The Tree of Seeing was out there somewhere on the planes, that was

for sure. That giant would be no use, so it was up to him to find it.

Thus began the many adventures of Fen Koraba, in which he consulted The

Mimir, traveled to the City of Doors, negotiated with the Archduke of

Maladomini, defeated the One Eyed Wurm of Chronias, navigated the Chaz Maze

of Cocytus, brought warmth to the cold Gehenna hell of the Orcish Night

Lord, fought for independence with the Soul Forge dwarves of Celestia,

sailed the Sea of Flame fighting the Razgul mephit pirates on the Elemental

Plane of Fire and many more adventures, none of which yet includes

returning with the fruit of the Tree of Seeing.

There were several times when Fen found the Tree of Seeing out on the

planes and one time when he actually acquired two pieces of the fruit and

nearly made his way back to Ysgard.  But as of yet, Fen has not brought the

fruit from the Tree of Seeing to the giant Jormun or returned with the

giants hair to his flock. Although it would not matter much, as the bucks

of his flock who sent him on his quest have been dead for decades, Fen has

still vowed not to return to the flock without completing his quest. Until

that time, Fen will never be a true bariaur.

Talking to a Bleaker

Mike: So, Joe.  You're a member of the Bleak Cabal?

Joe: Apparently.

Mike: So you believe that laws are artificial constructs made by demented 

minds desperately deceiving themselves?

Joe: Essentially.

Mike: Aha! Isn't that itself a law?

Joe: No.  Just an observation.

Mike: How can you make an observation if nothing really exists?

Joe: I can't.  All of this is just meaningless prattle, like everything else.

Mike: So there could be a valid uber-reality after all?

Joe: Possibly. By coincidence.  It wouldn't matter.

Mike: Why not?

Joe: Why should it?  Do uber-realities mean anything?  Does this rock mean 

anything?

Mike: Yes.  It's a stage of existence.  It's part of the ultimate God.  It's 

a holy piece of the almighty Grumbar.

Joe: Maybe, maybe not.  All of those things are just random squelches 

unconnected to anything.

Mike: You're just being a giant berk, now.  You can say that about anything.

Joe: You can add meaning to anything, too.  That doesn't mean it isn't any 

more than your own rambling thoughts.

Mike: I can say the same about your "philosophy," or lack thereof.

Joe: (Shrug) You sure can.  You can say anything.  That doesn't create some 

grand scheme connecting all events.

Mike: I didn't say there was one.  I'm just saying that there are some things 

that are true; some general bases behind what we observe.

Joe: I only wish there were, but I see exceptions to every law ever made.  

It's all just arbitrary nonsense.

Mike: Exceptions?  Even to there always being exceptions?

Joe: Yes.  It's a pisser, ain't it?

Mike: So there are some laws that don't have any exceptions to them?

Joe: I doubt it.  So many other things do.  Things contradict themselves all 

of the time, and it only makes sense if you accept that nothing makes any 

sense.

Mike: Maybe we just don't have all of the pieces.

Joe: Don't you think I've looked, man?  Every promising angle turns out to be 

nothing more than a hollow shell filled with dust.  Every scheme, every 

philosophy, every theory and every god is just a mask covering a blind, 

gibbering idiot.  

Mike: That's nonsense.  Life is a search. You can't just give up.

Joe: I haven't given up.  I just keep going, keep doing what I can.  I just 

stop pretending there's a method behind the madness.  If I didn't, I'd 

succumb to the madness myself.

Mike: I can't accept that.  

Joe: Suit yourself; it doesn't bother me any.

Sally: (Coming in from nowhere) We're not saying we don't like thoughts.  We 

think they're fine, pretty things, and they're necessary.  Just don't mistake 

them for a real world.

Joe: Could be.

Mike: No, it couldn't be.  If you step in a pile of nupperibo dung, you know 

it's real.

Joe: Perhaps.  I might also step in another pile of dung right away, or all 

dung might vanish from the face of the plane.  It might rain dung.  There's 

no way to tell, because there's no rhyme or reason behind any of it.

Mike: That would never happen, addle-cove.

Sally: I was in a dung-covered field in Arborea once that did exactly that.

Mike: Then some god or demiurge cleaned it up.  He was able to do that by 

utilizing the laws of the multiverse.

Joe: I don't see any order in that kind of dung.  When reality can change 

from moment to moment, looking for laws is a joke.  A bad one.

Mike: You're just a pessimist.

Joe: I'm a realist.  I'm sick of being disappointed.

Mike: Experiments yield consistent results.   That tells us that reality has 

an order to it.

Joe: I have very rarely seen an experiment with consistent results.

Mike: Improve your attitude.  Your belief energies must be altering the 

situation.

Joe: If what I believe can change what is, how can you say there's an order 

behind anything?

Mike: Belief is part of that order.  We only need to learn the rules.

Joe: There are no rules, only meaningless events.  We're all hollow puppets 

without a puppeteer.

Mike: Isn't that itself a rule?

Joe: No, just an expression of hopelessness.  Rules crop up, they reveal 

their true colors, and they die.

Mike: That's a pattern, and patterns imply order.

Joe: You'd think so, wouldn't you?  When you've experienced the harsh hand of 

gravity in the Astral, when you've had good friend freeze to death in the 

plane of Fire, when you've seen children starve on the streets of Sigil 

because some Guvners thought their research grants were more important than 

charity, then you tell me about order.

Mike: I'm sorry you've had some bad experiences, but that doesn't mean there 

wasn't a reason all of those things happened.

Joe: (Spontaneously combusts) 

Mike: See?  Even that had a meaning.  Some berk out there just wanted to 

prove his point.

Mike: (Stares at the ashes for awhile).

Mike: Er, yes.

Mike: So.  

Mike: Goodbye.

Passionate Factioneers



I was wondering about factions and romance, specially as some

factions seems to be so misanthropic or just plain weird. How do they

go on with life, get married and have some kids in such a weird place?

I'm not sure of the relevance of this, but this was an issue IMC a while ago

and I came up with this (general guidelines not related to alignment):

Athar - Most of them are very bitter and ruin their marriages, but not all.

They are common folk apart from their open challenge of the powers.

A large amount of them still have remnants of their former life and creed

and thus tend to have some deep hidden guilt or love of blasphemy, much

like a teenager. This is responsible for paladin-loving Lost and an increase

in their numbers from wives and husbands. 

Believers of the Source - These are fair people, esy to get along with and

tend to have many relationships. When they love someone they will want 

to make that person evolve with them. They are willing to change and get 

stronger from it. 

Bleak Cabal - Bleakers weren't supposed to fall in love, but they do, that is

the sane ones. When they do they prefer the hopeless cases, impossible 

or forbidden, love of what is far away... Those few that bear the strange attitude 

are usually atracted to their keen intellects, strong wills, fearless resolutions, 

charitable hearts or other qualities the Bleaker will strongly deny. They will

pity their love for thinking of meaning, yet be unwilling to convince him/her and

make him/her suffer as them.

Doomguard - This will vary according to alignment, but all Sinkers reflect their

philosophy in some way. They thrive in conflict and have self-destructive 

passions, obsessions. The long married Sinker is rare indeed, as they 

fall for the most different people, like Hardheads and such. they may get along

well with the "factions of entropy", but these relations don't last long or don't

involve any deep feelings. 

Dustmen - Obsessive, morbid and introspective are all characteristics

of the bizarre Dead love. Love is a trapping for them and they want their 

loves to advance in death. The Dr.Frankenstein-style also suits them fine,

loving a dead person and waiting to join her. Most of them, however are too

cerebral and detached to such things. 

Fated - Selfish as they are, passion takes them by the throat. They can

be as possessive as the Harmonium or worse. They love to dominate,

yet if they dominate all too easy they may lose interest. Unfortunately

for them they tend to love those they admire, like independent people,

putting them in a conflict of wills that turns out badly or goes on forever.

Fraternity of Order - "Common folk" one can say, if a little cold and 

rational. Their know-it-all attitudes annoys people to no end. Their

love is strange, unspoken, detached or introverted. They don't talk on

the matter much, ... that is in a non-theorical way. Can be very boring,

very very boring too if sincere. It's up to tastes I guess.

Free League - There you have the hippie ideal, more or less. They are 

a little too "free-minded" to get involved deeply with anyone, since that

is restricting oneself. Lack of loyalty is all too common, though not as 

much as with the Sensates. They tend to befriend their companions

and can be very sincere if very stubborn.

Harmonium - Common folk again, if a little authoritarian, isn't it? 

A little hipocrisy suits them well, but they like all those family values

stuff, have lots of kids. Old fashioned one can say, prime-minded too,

but they fair at that. They are able of amazing feats for love. Fit that

paladin-in-love cliché or the brute-love-too one.

Mercykillers - As their normal attitudes, they're obsessive, even dangerous.

Otherwise common folk, too. Imagine the Army guys. "Duty comes first"

and other things. Very introspective normally, may look like caged beasts

when angry, but that's not the norm.

Revolutionary League - A little like the hippie, but more swords and less

thinking. They like action, not those who wait for things to happen. 

Sharing ideals or common solutions to the same problem are the 

qualities they expect. Their lifestyle calls for a troubled love life or

an inexistent one.

Sign of One - Egomaniacs love others too. Okay, they like THEIR qualities

in people or those that submit to the "creator". Two of them together is

sure trouble, there can be only one. When they love, however, that person

will feel like being the most important thing in the whole multiverse. Their

positive thinking is also likable in the long run.

Society of Sensation - Now you're talking. Love is just a whole universe

of things to experience. They fall in love very frequently, but only on the

surface. They are attracted to beauty, ugliness or poetic talent. Most of it

doesn't have great lasting consequences. They surprise themselves when

they learn they've talked lightly of love and are drawn like moths to the light. 

Transcedent Order - Introspective and solitary as they are, this is rare thing

indeed. When they do is strange, they try to reach an inner harmony between

them. An almost empathic link. This however forces both to advance together

due to their attachment. Pity to those that are too different, they may be driven

nuts by their unmatching goals. 

Xaositects - Chaos is love too, but rarely long lasting. Engagements are 

restrictive and are a stepping stone sometimes. Sometimes not. Not

all Chaosmen are gibbering maniacs, but all of them cannot be called

boring. those who marry them best have a lot of patience or love the 

unexpected, 'cause they can't bear responsabilities very well.

There you are. A bit long, I'm sorry, but hope it's entertaining. Go on 

sects if you will...Make it like that Murphy and cow story...

Leo

Outer Planes Undead

Hello there!

I've had the idea on this while hoping my Latin lesson will end soon.. hope you like it :) I'm currently planning on involving such undead creatures as the "dark" behind my PS campaign, as it gives many possibilites to give hints to the PCs without giving them a glance at the *real* dark behind it.

Of course, any comments are appreciated.

CU,

Heiner

- -- 

CADAVER

Climate/Terrain: Outer Planes

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Life Energy

Intelligence: Varies (as in former life)

Treasure: See below

Alignment: Any (as in former life)

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 10

Movement: 1/2 Movement rate of former life

Hit Dice: Varies (as in former life)

THAC0: 20

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: Varies (as in former life, without Strength bonus)

Special Attacks: Spells, Lifedrain

Special Defenses: Spells

Magic Resistance: None

Size: Varies (as in former life)

Morale: Fanatic (19-20)

XP: 4.000, plus 1.000 for every two levels above 10th the necromancer had in

his former life

The cadaver is an extremely rare undead "race". There are five different kinds

of cadavers, though all evolve from the "original" cadaver. By gaining experience and/or power, they change their very  nature and become Corpus, Senex or Atros, and finally Posteritat.

There is no way to magically create a cadaver. All cadavers are beings that exist due to their own willpower and knowledge of the ways of the soul. Thus, only single-classed necromancers of at least  10th level can become cadavers, and only if they got the nonweapon proficiency "Netherworld  Knowledge" and at least a Wisdom of 16 ("Netherworld Knowledge" is described in the "Complete  Book of Necromancers" as well as in Forgotten Realms' "Faiths and Avatars", e.g. at the entry of  Myrkul).

When such a necromancer dies on the plane (and the exact layer of that plane!) where his soul would go to in his afterlife anyway, he might become a cadaver. He may not have committed  suicide (and asking someone else to kill you _is_ seen as suicide for this), because a deep will to keep on living is needed for this change. Also, he may not worship any particular deity or  pantheon. Otherwise he would need to be in the deity's realm to become a cadaver, and the powers usually don't like it too much when their worshiper's souls just stay in their bodies. With the power of belief on the Outer Planes, and the fact that the soul doesn't need to travel to get to its' fitting plane (and thus can even stay at the place where the

necromancer's dead body  lies), combined with his willpower and knowledge, the necromancer is allowed a saving throw vs. death magic (using the saving throws he retained in his life). If he succeeds, the cadaver is slowly  linked with the negative Energy plane, and the soul stays in its' body. In a number of days according to the necromancer's experience level, the cadaver is filled with undead life again,  though this is nothing more but a start for the cadaver. Until that day,

though, the cadaver might  still be killed, as the body lies (maybe unguarded), waiting for his comeback, somewhere on the  planes (note that there are extremely few chaotic evil cadavers!). If finally, the cadaver is able to move again, he's caught up in a half-rotten body, and just slowly  learns how to use it. His ovement is only half of that of his former life, and he's definitely no  good fighter.

COMBAT: The cadaver is able to cast one necromantic spell per day, chosen by

the necromancer  from one of the spells he knew in his former life. Most cadavers know they're quite vulnerable in a melee fight, and try to lure their victims into situations where they can be drained of their life energy without risk for the cadaver. If the cadaver has to fight, he attacks with one normal attack as he did in life, doing the normal damage without any Strength bonuses the necromancer might once have had. For a human cadaver, this means a damage of only 1d2. Also, the touch of a cadaver drains one life energy level. Of course, the cadaver might also use a weapon, but in some cases, he prefers to be able to drain life energy (see ECOLOGY). The cadaver can be turned as a vampire, but due to his great willpower it is not possible to control  him. All saving throws for the cadaver resemble the saving throws the necromancer had in his  former life.

HABITAT/SOCIETY: The cadaver still resembles the personality of his former

life, and acts accordingly. But since undead creatures are rarely accepted in any society, and because they seek to drain the life energy of powerful victims, they tend to live alone. Most cadavers, though, try to get servants and guardians to protect them from foes too powerful for themselves.

ECOLOGY: The necromancer needs to "fuel" himself with life energy so he can

gain a greater state of being. He has to drain as many levels as he had himself as a mortal; this life energy has to be drained from mortals of at least half the experience level the necromancer has gained in his life, otherwise it can't "feed" him (but it still can hurt opponents hard). When a cadaver has accomplished his goal of draining as much life energy levels as he gained himself, he suddenly burns up in a maelstrom of cold, unholy fire (in fact, this is pure negative energy). This effect lasts for less than a minute, and drains everyone in a 20-foot-radius of 2d10 hit  points (_not_ permanent!). Afterwards, the cadaver has become a Corpus.

A cadaver retains the alignment and intelligence (in fact, the whole personality) he had in his former life, as well as his hit points. If it has not been taken from him, he also still wears his treasures, including any magical items he might use as a cadaver. Cadavers can only use necromantic magical items, all magical melee weapons, and magical items of protection (an  Armor+4 would be possible as much as a periapt of health). His shape, though rotten, still resembles the necromancer as he was as a living being. There are  no limits here; humans, elves, giants and any other races have the same chances of becoming a cadaver. If no other sources are available, a cadaver will have Treasure Types G, W; necromantic  items should always be dominant.

Note that, although necromancers of any alignment can become a cadaver, good

ones are especially rare, and then usually stay being a cadaver until they're slain

because it would be contradictory to their alignment to drain the life energy of other beings. In some cases, chaotic or even neutral good cadavers might drain the energy of an evil being this  way; lawful good cadavers would surely not use this "unholy" ability voluntarily.

A cadaver who leaves "his" layer of his home plane has to return in one day, otherwise he crumbles to dust as his soul seeks to "go home". If the cadaver even leaves the entire plane (e.g. a  Lawful Evil cadaver living in Baator goes to the Gray Waste), he dies instantly.

CORPUS

Climate/Terrain: Outer Planes

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: None

Intelligence: Varies (as in former life)

Treasure: See below

Alignment: Any (as in former life)

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 10

Movement: Movement rate of former life

Hit Dice: Varies (as in former life)

THAC0: Varies (as in former life)

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: Varies (as in former life, without Strength bonus)

Special Attacks: Spells, Lifedrain

Special Defenses: Spells, Immunities

Magic Resistance: None

Size: Varies (as in former life)

Morale: Fanatic (19-20)

XP: 14.000, plus 1.000 for every two levels above 10th

This is the new form a cadaver takes on when he has drained enough life energy

levels. He is now  experienced enough to use his half-rotten body as good as possible, and his body and mind are  strengthened by the energy of his victims. Thus, he gains his former movement rate again (instead  of the halved movement rate of the cadaver), and though he still looks decayed, the body of a  corpus acts with the same vitality as a living being. Also, the necromancer's spell casting abilities come back completely. The extra spell he had chosen as a cadaver still exists as a bonus spell, which he can now use once per hour. The touch of a  corpus drains a victim of two life energy levels, but the corpus doesn't need to "feed" himself this  way anymore. In fact, the only "nourishment" the corpus needs is his link to the Negative Energy Plane.

COMBAT: The corpus gains a couple of undead immunities now. He's immune to

charm, sleep, enfeeblement, normal and magical cold, insanity, death spells and poison. The fighting power of a corpus still isn't great, but at least his THAC0 now resembles his abilities in his former life. He doesn't gain any Strength bonus he might have had, though; only the THAC0 according to his  level as necromancer is used now. Despite the fact the corpus can now move as a living being, any  Dexterity bonuses are lost as well, keeping the cadaver's armor class of 10 (if he doesn't have any  magical items to better this). A corpus can be turned as a lich, but still is immune to control. If a priest tries to control him, the corpus can even try to channel a negative energy strike back to the priest. If the priest doesn't 

manage a saving throw vs. death magic, he instantly loses one life energy level.

All saving throws for the cadaver resemble the saving throws the necromancer

had in his former  life.

A corpus usually doesn't enter melee fight if he can avoid it. He prefers to use tactic, traps and  spells to overcome his opponents; if a melee fight isn't possible to avoid, he still prefers to send  servants and guardians into fight.

HABITAT/SOCIETY: This resembles mainly the description of the cadaver habitat. The corpus, though, seeks to gain as much experience as possible, because he has to gain twelve experience levels before he can become a senex. On the other hand, a corpus might fear his willpower isn't strong enough for another change. Such  a being probably is on a quest to make sure he will survive the next

transformation, seeking spells  and magical items to improve his wisdom.

ECOLOGY: The corpus has regained his ability to gather experience (i.e. to get

new experience levels). This influences his spell abilities, but doesn't change his hit points, THAC0 or saving throws. Of course, the corpus still has any treasures the cadaver had at the moment of transformation. If  no other sources are availabe, a corpus has treasure types G, W, Z. When the corpus has gained twelve new experience levels (i.e. a 10th level necromancer need to  become a 22nd level necromancer), he buries himself in his home plane for one day, several feet 

in the ground. During this new transformation, the corpus has to succeed three

Wisdom checks  with a malus of 4 (i.e. a corpus with a Wisdom of 18 had to throw a 14 or less). If he succeeds all, he rises again as a Senex. If only one of these checks doesn't succeed, the corpus can't  withstand the power of the plane: His will to live on is broken, and his soul will finally go on to an  afterlife. His body, though, is still filled up with negative energy, and rises as an Atros. Such a 

creature has all the powers of a Senex, but seeks nothing short of the destruction of the whole  multiverse.

A corpus can travel around his home plane freely, also leaving his "home layer". If he leaves to  another plane, though, he can heal any wounds only with the help of magic. He also loses one hit  point every day which cannot be healed by any means until he returns to his home plane.

SENEX / ATROS

Climate/Terrain: Outer Planes

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: None

Intelligence: Varies (as in former life)

Treasure: See below

Alignment: Any (as in former life)

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 0

Movement: Movement rate of former life

Hit Dice: Varies (as corpus)

THAC0: Varies (as corpus, with Strength bonus)

No. of Attacks: 2

Damage/Attack: Varies (as corpus, with Strength bonus)

Special Attacks: Spells, Lifedrain, Fear aura

Special Defenses: Spells, Immunities, Regeneration

Magic Resistance: 25%

Size: Varies (as in former life)

Morale: Fanatic (19-20)

XP: 24.000, plus 1.000 for every two levels above 22nd the corpus had at the

moment of  transformation

The senex and atros look quite much like liches, though their whole body is ebon black. Where  their eyes should be, a dark pulsing energy can be seen. A senex or atros looks strong, vital and  powerful, and his fighting prowess can be truly fearful.

COMBAT: The senex and atros keep all the abilities of a corpus, but are much

more vital, as they  are driven both by Negative Energy as well as by a deep link with the home plane. The creature  has got a Strength of 18/00 (improving his THAC0 by 3 and his damage by 6) and two attacks per  round. A senex' or atros' skin is tough, and his agility is astonishing, giving him an armor class of  0, which can still be improved by magical items (and usually is). His touch drains a victim of three life energy levels, though he prefers to use spells instead of entering a

fight directly. The senex or atros can cast one spell instead of one attack, and he can cast all spells he knew  before his transformation, without need to memorize them. He also gained a magic resistance of  25% when he merged with his home plane, and regenerated three hit points every round. If he wishes to, the senex is surrounded by a 20 feet aura of fear. Anyone entering this aura has to  make a saving throw vs. paralyzation or be paralyzed by fear until he comes out of the aura again.  An atros always uses this aura of fear, and someone who is paralyzed by this usually never comes  out of this aura alive. Atros and Senex can both be turned as "Special Undead", though trying to control one suddenly sucks two life energy levels of the offending priest.

HABITAT/SOCIETY: The senex still resembles the being he once was, but he is

far more powerful than ever before. Some senex get more and more power hungry (if they were notalready), while others seek to find out as much about the nature of the multiverse as possible. Since a senex has to wait another 1.000 years before he can make the next step, he uses the first centuries to do whatever pleases him. When he sees the date of the next transformation coming nearer, he starts to build up a secret hide-out, full of traps, guardians and whatever might be useful to make his stay safe. The atros doesn't care about any safety, though: He's a powerful berserker driven by Negative  Energy alone, and seeks to destroy anyone and anything coming in his way. Most atros don't have a very long-lasting existence, but the places seeing their destructive power usually keep their scars for a long time.

ECOLOGY: The atros doesn't do anything _for_ his surroundings, only against

it. The senex,  though, often makes deals with other powerful beings. The handful of good senex that might exist (if at all!) probably are servants of good that even powerful fiends might be afraid of. Senex usually gather many treasures in their long unlife. They gain the ability to use any magical item (as long as there are no problems as alignment of intelligent weapons, etc.), and the  centuries-old Senex usually have a whole hoard of them. If no other source is available, they have treasure type A, S, T, U (all *3). For any century they live, add treasure types D, V, Z.Senex and Atros can travel around the Outer Planes freely, but lose one hit point for every week they stay away from the Outer Planes. This can't be healed until they are on their home plane again (not necessarily on their "home layer", though).A Senex or Atros away from his home plane for more than 5 days also loses his regeneration ability. It returns in about one hour after he came back to his home plane.

After 1.000 years, a Senex finally can become a Posteritat, the most powerful

of the Cadaver undead. He again needs to bury himself in his "home layer", this time for 27 days. At the end of this period, the Senex has to succeed a Wisdom check with a malus of 10 to resist the powerful pulling of his home plane (remember that he has even merged with the home plane already!). If he fails, his soul moves on to the afterlife, leaving the body already buried. If he succeeds, he still keeps being buried as long as possible, because he gains the ability to move his soul to any place in the multiverse to be reborn as a mortal.

POSTERITAT

Climate/Terrain: Outer Planes (see below)

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: None

Intelligence: Varies (as in former life)

Treasure: See below

Alignment: Any (as in former life)

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: -4

Movement: Movement rate of former life

Hit Dice: Varies (as corpus)

THAC0: Varies (as corpus, with Strength bonus)

No. of Attacks: 3

Damage/Attack: Varies (as corpus, with Strength bonus)

Special Attacks: Spells, Lifedrain, Fear aura

Special Defenses: Spells, Immunities, Regeneration, Reincarnation

Magic Resistance: 50%

Size: Varies (as in former life)

Morale: Fanatic (20)

XP: 37.000, plus 1.000 for every two levels above 22nd the corpus had at the

moment of  transformation

A posteritat looks quite much as a Senex, though his body glows with a dark

energy, and his strength and power is obviously great. The dark energy where eyes should be burns like an incarnation of destructive power (in fact, it is strong negative energy).

COMBAT: Usually, a posteritat doesn't have to fight. He's buried in his home

plane, deep in some extremely hidden, extremely well guarded hide-out. Only the most powerful creatures can ever hope to fight their way through to a posteritat's "grave" - and then they will find out the creature already awaits them, definitely in a bad mood. A posteritat has got a Strength of 25 (+7 improvement of THAC0 and +14 damage adjustment), and attacks three times a round. Every throw of 10 or more counts as a hit, and a posteritat can  hit any creature. The touch of a posteritat drains six life energy levels. His tough body and great agility give him an armor class of -4, surely adjusted by powerful  magical items. To hit a posteritat, a weapon+5 is needed, and if he doesn't lose all his hit points in one round, all wounds are healed before the new round begins. In the same round in which he attacks three times, a posteritat can cast two spells with but a thought, and even a hit doesn't interrupt him. If he casts a necromantic spell, he can choose the effectiveness of that spell as pleases him (e.g., if a victim of a "Finger of Death"-spell succeeds the saving throw, the posteritat can choose how much damage the victim suffers, from the minimum 3 hit points to the maximum of 17 hit points). In his hide-out, a posteritat can't be turned. Otherwise, he turns as special with a malus of 4 for  the priest (that is, a 14th level priest would need to throw a 17 or higher when checking). Someone who tried to control a posteritat will find out this is a bad idea: The posteritat can suck  out up to twelve life energy levels of any priest who tries, or can try to control the priest himself as if he was the priest (of at least 22nd level, according to what level he had achieved when becoming a Senex) and the priest was an undead with as many hit dice as he has levels. The posteritat is very agile, tough and has great willpower, giving him a saving throw of 1 for all  such checks.

HABITAT/SOCIETY: The posteritat's body usually doesn't do anything else but

lie buried in his hide-out. The soul, though, wanders off to any plane the posteritat chooses. He can seek out any mortal beings who just mate, and insert his own soul in the forming body of the soon-to-be-born child (which can have any gender the posteritat desires).

When the child is then born, it doesn't yet remember his origin. The child does, though, have the  posteritat's alignment, personality, wisdom, intelligence, etc. Such children usually seem to be true geniuses, but due to their willpower (and maybe their alignment differing from their parents), they  are often horribly hard to be raised in the way the parents would like it. The child is immune to any mind-affecting or mind-reading spells from birth. When the child  comes into puberty (or whatever might be fitting for this in the particular race), it starts to slowly  remember his origins. With every month passing, the child gains back one level of experience.  When it has gained the experience level it had when transforming into a Senex, it takes another  year until the child gets the power to cast one spell per round without memorizing. Another year  later, he can cast two spells per round, and he can control any necromantic spell as the posteritat  does.

The child has the fighting abilities, hit points, etc. as a normal member of

his race, and can also  be killed that way. A "posteritat-child" that has been killed cannot be raised again; it's not even possible to make an undead from the body. The posteritat's soul returns to the body on the Outer  Planes, and probably returns suddenly to be reborn somewhere else. Some years later, it might be  possible that the posteritat seeks revenge for his murder. On the other hand, the posteritat might  show up with his true body if he doesn't want to wait that long. The posteritat remembers everything he learns during his "mortal life". He can learn new spells,  seek the dark of the multiverse, or whatever else he wants. Treasures he might have gathered during this time are left behind, of course, when his soul returns to the posteritat's true body.

ECOLOGY: The posteritat has goals all of his own. No general rules can be

given to what a  posteritat might try to accomplish. Maybe he seeks to conquer the multiverse, maybe he just wants to keep on living as a mortal. In any way, the reborn posteritats are fearless beings, for they know they can, at worst, lose some years when they get killed. As a posteritat can choose his parents freely, he might make sure he's born as the child of some  high-up. An evil posteritat might come to rule a kingdom this way, while a good one might become a superb advisor for good folk. There are no limits for the posteritat, as long as both parents are mortals.

When the hide-out of a posteritat is in danger, the posteritat knows it

suddenly. If he thinks it is necessary, he can call his soul back to his hide-out, making his mortal shell fall down dead (probably shocking any who liked him, and making happy his opponents). He can always be reborn, of course.

A posteritat who leaves his hide-out can travel freely to whereever he wants

without disadvantages. He can, though, only be reborn if he is buried in his hide-out, and he can be turned as described in the Combat section.

Fen Korab (PR/maleb/R13/Os/CG)


Fen has spent his entire life in search of The Tree of Seeing. This quest,

initiated nearly 50 years ago as a right of passage, has led Fen to pursue

his quest on nearly every plane. The magic Tree of Seeing bears fruit but

once a year, disappears and then reappears, seemingly randomly on another

plane, again for only one year. As the planes are infinite, it is nearly

impossible to track down the tree.

Fen, however, has a special gift in finding the tree. After several decades

of searching, Fen found the tree on The Abyss. It had taken him nearly a

full year to track down The Tree of Seeing, and it was only through

well-placed bribes to the right fiends and a trip to The Mimir in Ysgard

that Feg was lucky enough to come into the presence of the tree once again.

He picked the two pieces of fruit required by the giant Jِrmun, and made

his way to the closest portal back to Sigil, a stopping point before

heading to Ysgard. His plan was working, the bribes evidently were enough

to satisfy the greedy fiends.

Everything went well until Fen, held over temporarily in Sigil, found

himself embroiled in plots to steal his new found treasure. It seems a

certain powerful prime illusionist, by the name of Slanon, wished to have

the fruit from The Tree of Seeing to discover the true nature of The Lady

of Pain, and thus defeat her.

At the same time, A cross-trading chaositic yugoloth by the name of Sheldo

Morg had other ideas. Sheldo, tipped off by his agents in The Abyss, wished

to sell leaders of both the Tanar'ri and Baatezu one of the fruits. In so

doing, Sheldo would show the fiends the "error of their ways," end the

Blood War, and convince them to wage war on the Upper Planes. As much money

as there was to be made in the Blood War, Sheldo thought a full planar

power struggle had to be infinitely more lucrative, especially when you're

close personal friends with the leadership.

On one blistering, smog choked Sigil day, as Fen was leaving The Horned Doe

, where he had spent the night before returning to Ysgard, the paths of

these three crossed. The mage and the yugoloth both approached Fen from

different directions, thinking they would take his prize from him, either

through trickery or force. But there was another present on that Lower Ward

street who wanted none of them to succeed. The Lady of Pain herself

appeared to deal with the troublemakers. Despite being innocent of any

wrongdoing, Fen was sent to the mazes, along with the Yugoloth and Slanon,

the prime mage.

After several weeks in the mazes, Fen made a heartrending decision.

Delirious, dying of hunger and lost, he ate one of the fruits he still

possessed from the tree. Besides nourishment, the fruit provided the gift

of True Seeing and he easily found his way out of the mazes. Some say it

was the realization that his own life was more important than his quest

that really led to true sight. In either case, Fen was free, but with only

one piece of fruit. This was not enough to take to the giant, and thus his

quest had begun again.

Rather than being a devastating blow, Fen's attitude completely changed for

the better. He now knew, through his newfound inner strenght, that he was

indeed a worthy buck, and no longer needed to quest for the fruit. He had

succeeded in his rite of passage. Was this a realization from the fruit or

something that changed within Fen? No one knows and the Ciphers would

probably answer "yes." What those around Fen knew was that his entire

personality was different.

With true sight, nothing was hidden from him. Not only could he see

invisible, phased, illusory or other hidden mysteries of the world, but Fen

could instantly read people. He could tell good and evil, faction

allegiance, detect lies, even gauge religious piety. Nothing was hidden

from Fen and thus his personal fears and insecurities left him. He realized

that other beings were just like him, struggling to make meaning of their

lives, struggling to come to grips with their fears and emotions. Fen felt

truly liberated.

Fen modified his quest. By eating the fruit, Fen gained the ability to know

instantly the location of the tree, just like the shepherd he had

encountered when first finding the Tree of Seeing so many years ago. Rather

than quest for the fruit, as he had done in the past decades, Fen vowed to

protect and safeguard the tree from those who would harm it or use its

fruit for selfish purposes. Even now, Fen spends half his year making his

way across the planes to the Tree of Seeing and the other half protecting

it. Of course many have tried to follow Fen to the tree, once they realized

his new purpose. Fen's unerring sense of direction, and perfect knowledge

of the location of the tree have always lost his pursuers.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Quasielemental Mist


(Even though I get very few responses from this, occasionally I get some

constructive criticism of some kind.  These essays each preclude my new

sites and realms in the Inner Planes and seek to establish a "tone" for the

Plane, something that is currently lacking.  This is probably the essay that

I'd most like to see adopted as non-official canon, if only to get people to

stop calling it "The Quasielemental Plane of Steam."  As always, a copy has

been placed on my website, URL in .sig.  If you like this essay, please mail

me or respond to the list; I like getting a response of any kind: often I

feel like I'm shouting at a wall.  <shrugs>  Without futher ado, here it

is...)

The Base Nature of Mist/Steam

The name "officially" given to the Quasielemental Plane of Mist is the

Quasielemental Plane of Steam; an anachronous term that refers back to

before the layout of the Inner Planes shifted to what it is today.

Previously, at the border between Elemental Fire and Water, the

Paraelemental Plane of Steam was formed.  This was a hot and brutal place,

where a body would be horribly disfigured by scalding water and lose

themselves in eternal clouds of steam.  However, the Paraelemental Plane of

Steam went the way of the vacuum mephit as the last vacuum mephit was

destroy and the vacuum elemental guardians of the Plane of Vacuum found

themselves severely weakened.  As Vacuum began to shift from its status as a

true Plane into a Quasielemental Plane, the entirety of the Elemental Planes

began to shift, and Steam flat out vanished.

    The Quasielemental Plane of Mist had existed before, but nobody had paid

much attention to it - it was the home of the reclusive mist mephits and

quasielementals, who didn't care about anything else and who kept mostly to

themselves.  Then, suddenly, people began to claim that the Paraelemental

Plane of Steam had become the Quasielemental Plane of Steam.  The remaining

steam mephits and quasielementals came to Quasielemental Mist and saw the

potential for this place to be like their home, so they took up residence -

much to the dismay of the mist mephits and quasielementals.  Eventually, the

two quasielemental races lost their distinction (it's said that the steam

quasielementals lost the ability to survive outside their old scalding

home), although Clueless sages still named them the steam quasielementals

despite the fact that they were truly mist quasielementals.  This blurring

of distinctions has made the former denizens of Mist rather angry about

their lot in the multiverse.  However, the mist quasielementals now have all

but withdrawn from the conflict between the two groups of mephits,

preferring to be left to their own devices.

    The steam and mist mephits constantly battle for control of the Plane;

areas controlled by the steam mephits are the hotter areas of the

Quasielemental Plane, while the majority of the Plane is still under the

control of the mist mephits.  Some would find this odd, considering that the

steam mephits are more powerful physically than their opponents.  However,

the mist mephits are a race of thinkers and intellects, whereas the steam

mephits prefer to dominate their foe using only brute physical strength.  As

a result, the steam mephits have been fighting a losing battle for several

eons.

    Now, however, the war seems to be dying down.  No longer are hordes of

steam mephits seen flying through the Quasielemental Plane.  No longer are

they a common sight in the streets of Sigil.  They are slowly but surely

being driven to extinction, and soon their name will occupy the dead-book as

well, right next to their former brethren the vacuum mephits.  Even now,

spells that create steam mephits from their Quasielemental Plane fail about

half the time - the fires of steam have almost completely died out, and with

little to no Elemental material to draw upon, the mephits cannot exist.

    Alchemy and the creation of medicines is extremely popular on this

plane, the plane where water is constructed of more than its normal

life-giving properties.  On Mist, the Water itself becomes the fluid that

runs through the veins of all living beings, giving them life and preventing

the never-ending starvation and thirst that seems promised by Salt.  The

Brotherhood of Alchemy is rather common here, using the life-giving energies

of the Positive Energy Planes to infuse into their potions of healing and

rehabilitation.  The most successful of these is Soquilious, ruler of the

town of Panacea and medical and spiritual leader to a group of drugged

individuals.  (not described within this essay; currently residing on

Heregul's hard drive)

    Societies within the Quasielemental Plane of Mist tend to be dazed

groups of people believing themselves to live within the heart of Life.

Most of these societies keep much to themselves with little form of

organization outside of the standard social conventions (of course, what's

standard in the Inner Planes is probably foreign most everywhere else).

There are usually two types of mortals in Quasielemental Mist: those who see

the Mist as life-giving, and those that see the Mist as depressing.  It's

usually pretty easy to distinguish between the two: the first type will

usually be dancing in the mist and the rain, seeing it as washing away

impurity and giving them life, while the second type will try to stay out of

the mist as much as they can.  Of course, in a plane filled with the stuff,

it's pretty hard to avoid staying out of it.

Anything you think I've missed that should be said?  Shoot away; I'd love to

hear how I can make this "reworking" of the Inner Planes more complete.

Heregul

"This is the way the world ends.

Not with a bang, but a whimper." - T.S. Eliot

      Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

      ICQ #7235975

The gacholoth and the yugoloth hierarchy


The gacholoth is included in the fourth Monstrous Compendium Annual, and I 

was trying to figure out how they fit into the existing yugoloth mesh.  Here 

is what I decided:

From: Unknown (but probably not The Unnamed, and certainly not the Great 

Unknown).  The  Unnamed (from Faces of Evil) is doubtless a yugoloth spy, as 

his chant undercuts Enkillo's and somewhat exaggerates and/or inflates the 

yugoloth's power.  'He' may have distorted the chant on the yagnoloths based 

on a personal hatred. I accept everything Enkillo the Sly says about 

yugoloths, as this article plainly shows.

In General:

Gacholoths are a form of yugoloth unknown to most outsiders, and the 'loths 

like it that way.  See, much of a gacholoth's effectiveness comes from the 

fact that most berks don't know they exist.  It's not even known if 

gacholoths are a required step in the yugoloth ladder of ascension or if it's 

something yugoloth sponsors only make of their underlings in special 

circumstances, but knowing the 'loths I can tell you with fair assurance that 

the gacholoth is a face of evil that no yugoloth wants to miss becoming.

Description:

The fishy features of a gacholoth's skull may be an atavism, a reminder of 

the hydroloths they were before acheiving their current form.  If it's the 

hydroloth's role to learn about the basics of information trading, then it's 

up to the gacholoth to learn about information distortion and removal.

Gacholoths sleep at the same rate as hydroloths do. Like all yugoloths, they 

are hermaphroditic, though none have ever been reported to breed.  Then 

again, few gacholoths have ever been confirmed at all.  

Role:

Gacholoths are infiltrators, terrorists, cross-traders, knights-of-the-post.  

They lurk throughout lower planar society (and elsewhere!), posing as trusted 

advisors and reliable chanters of chant, using their *change self* abilities 

to fool the careless and gullible.  Their tactics are crude compared to those 

of nycoloths (to whom they report) -- once they find a vulnerable position, 

they trash it, eliminate it, and teleport away.  Other yugoloths teleport in 

to dispose of the evidence.  Gacholoths are sometimes used in this way as 

secret police in yugoloth-controlled cities, closely monitored by a nycoloth 

who acts as spymaster general.

Ascension: 

Hydroloths are chosen for gacholoth status by the region's yagnoloth govenor, 

who recommend them to the nycoloths.  This is a humiliating process for the 

yagnoloths, who normally report directly to the ultraloths, but even they 

have to admit that the promotion of a single hydroloth is hardly worth the 

time of such a great being.

Assuming the promotion goes through (if it doesn't, the hapless yagnoloth can 

expect to be abducted and tortured to death during one of its dormant 

periods), this is the last the yagnoloth sponsor hears of its protegee until 

it is promoted again.  As secret troops, the locations of the gacholoths are 

kept hidden from all but their nycoloth supervisors and the ultraloths 

themselves.  If a yagnoloth needs the service of one, the yagnoloths will 

transfer the order secretly and without fuss.

If the nycoloth in charge of a particular gacholoth likes what it sees, then 

it recommends the basher for purification.  An actual ultraloth is consulted 

for this, and it either okays the process or has everyone involved flayed.  

To be even considered for this, the gacholoth must have first learned the 

patience required in assuming an identity and making it stick, even if it has 

to wait for centuries for the right moment.  It must learn the appopriate 

time for truth, and the appropriate time for lies.  It must prove that it has 

the flexibility to infiltrate multiple positions equally well.  While it does 

not always have to obey orders (these are yugoloths, after all, not 

baatezu!), it must always effectively advance the cause of evil on the planes.

If the conditions are met, the ultraloths will appoint the former gacholoth 

to a district of their own, as full yagnoloths.  There, ideally, they learn 

new lessons.

Yugoloth hierarchy:

Mezzoloths are commanded by piscoloths, and sometimes dergholoths.  Mezzoloth 

promotion to dergoloth status is initiated by the piscoloths and accepted (or 

not) by the yagnoloths.  Piscoloths occasionally demote mezzoloths to 

canoloth status.  Any yugoloth, even dergoloths, have the authority to do 

this with piscoloth approval (even higher ranks usually rely on piscoloths 

for this, though they are all perfectly capable of it). The ritual of 

demotion is performed in the special sites in Mungoth as promotion is.  

Canoloths are also bred.

Dergoloths are commanded by the piscoloths, who recommend them for promotion 

to their own ranks.  This is confirmed or denyed by the yagnoloths.

Piscoloths are commanded by the yagnoloths, who can, at their option, 

recommend them for hydroloth status. 

Hydroloths are commanded by the yagnoloths, who recommend them for promotion. 

 The nycoloths accept this or don't.  

The gacholoths, like the mezzoloths and hydroloths, don't command anyone 

directly, and they are not involved with the promotions of others. They are 

agents who are given orders.  Why should they be involved with the fates of 

castes they don't interact with?  A hydroloth is unlikely to know much about 

the qualities of current piscoloths after living in a completely different 

medium for sufficient time to gain the respect of its superiors, and it will 

likely know less about the teaming dergholoths.

The nycoloths promote the gacholoths into yagnoloths, at the ultraloths' 

discretion. The yagnaloth caste is thought to have been inspired by the 

actions and attitudes of the giant powers of Carceri, but this is unclear.

The marraenoloths report directly to the ultraloths. Their far-wandering 

wisdom is sought in identifying yagnoloths worthy of inclusion among their 

own ranks.  Marraenoloths themselves are promoted by the ultraloths based on 

cumulative reports by nycoloth and arcanoloth agents, by the chant they pass 

on to their masters themselves, and by the customer response cards they have 

their patrons fill out (How did your marraenolth do in piloting the boat?  

Did it get you to your destination in a timely and efficient manner?  Was it 

a pleasant travelling companion?  Why did you decide to choose to navigate 

the Styx with a marraenloloth: A) Recommended by a friend (please print name 

and occupation of friend) B) Read advertisement  (please print where you saw 

the advertisement) C) Happened to see one row by (please note where)).  

There's some chant that the marraenoloths look to a cutter -- perhaps an 

ultraloth, or something greater -- named Charon as their ultimate commander.  

If this is true, they may not ultimately work in the ultraloths' interest, or 

even in the interests of the Oinoloth or the General of Gehenna!

Regardless, any ultraloth may promote a marraenoloth into nycoloth form. 

Nycoloths are the yugoloth spymasters, and they learn to manipulate and 

uncover not only many kinds of knowledge, secrets, chant-spinners, and 

propaganda, but also how to manipulate the junior spies, the gacholoths.  

Ultraloths rely on the arcanaloths to identify those nycoloths worthy to 

progress further.

The creation of the guardian yugoloths must be attributed to the arcanaloths, 

who are the only ones that seem capable of it, unless the process is secretly 

contracted out to the night hags or to mortal wizards and witches.

The Liber Malevolentiae informs us that arcanaloths must find a way to 

replace an existing ultraloth in order to progress.  It does not say if that 

ultraloth must be killed, if they can replace ultraloths long dead or not yet 

born, or if there must always be a certain number of ultraloths.

We don't know if ultraloths can become baernaloths by absorbing the secrets 

of the Waste, or if the mysterious obelisks of that plane can aid in this.

The Victory Saddle:


The story of the Bariaur Harness

                                By Seymour Casshuz

Guvner Senior Assistant Researcher to the Adjunct Second Tier Field

Scientist

According to all historical records, up until a millennia ago, there were

no recorded cases of individuals riding bariaur. The prevailing theory

states that in ancient times, there was little mobility advantage in riding

a bariaur. This is believed to be because of the crude fashioning of the

ancient bariaur harness, unlike the sophisticated gear used today.  This

essay attempts to elucidate the historical use of the bariaur harness,

including its great historical contributions, from prehistory to modern

times.

The historical record of bariaur riding deviates dramatically with the well

known historical text Heimsenjِrmungandurfargenufel. In the

Heimsenjِrmungandurfargenufel, bariaur are shown with human riders during

the decade long Jِtunweil War. The strategy of transporting humans on the

backs of bariaur is credited for turning that war around in favor of the

human and bariaur forces.

So what events shaped this dramatic change of almost a millennia ago? Why

do historical records indicate no riding of bariaur for many thousands of

years followed by widespread riding of bariaur following the Jِtunweil War?

The answers lies in design advancements of the bariaur harness.

The first bariaur harness resembled a simple seat of leather with two thin

straps that strapped the harness to the bariaur. This simple harness was

the only option for many thousands of years, during which time, very few

people thought it useful to ride a bariaur. Riders often fell from their

bariaur mounts, were incapable of fighting while mounted, and found it

impossible to launch arrows or other missile weapons while on

"bariaurback." The mounted rider also hindered the bariaur from making an

effective attack.

Later, during the Jِtunweil War, an enterprising bariaur by the name of

Sven Quiethooves created a modified harness, based somewhat on newer

innovations used for horses. The modified harness, known as the

Bes’ted-regal, uses stirrups to support the rider and a belt placed around

the bariaur’s waist for added support. This new innovation in bariaur

harnesses allowed bariaur to move with a rider without significant losses

in speed. The stirrups allowed the rider, especially those with less

experience, to better grasp the bariaur's body and avoid the common problem

of riders falling from their bariaur mounts. The stirrups also played a

role in mounted combat, but we will get to that momentarily.

Before the introduction of the new harness, riders often had a difficult

time on the backs of bariaur, and the practice was discontinued when it was

determined that there was no mobility advantage. With the use of the

Bes’ted-regal harness, troops saw a drastic increase in their mobility.

Although an unarmored person may notice only a 20% increase in mobility, a

warrior in chain mail saw a 40% increase, while a warrior in plate mail, on

the back of a strong buck capable of carrying his weight, often saw an

astounding 60% increase in movement.

Although the harness was designed to transport soldiers to the battlefield,

soldiers experienced as mounted archers found that their ability to hit a

target while on the back of a bariaur was little different than when

mounted on horseback. The disadvantage however, was that the bariaur was

often prevented from engaging in combat while an archer launched his

arrows. The practice of mounted archers on bariaur was rarely used since an

armed bariaur was significantly more effective than a mounted archer in

most situations during the giant wars. Fighting hand to hand on the back of

the bariaur was also inefficient, as the bariaur was not appreciative of

playing the role of war horse.

The decisive moment in harness history came during the Battle of Breidablik

Landing. An entire battalion of heavy infantryman in plate mail were

transported behind enemy lines for a surprise flank attack that won the

battle, and eventually lead to the end of the war. The bariaur transported

the heavily armored much faster than they could have possibly walked, and

then fought alongside the men, a great advantage over the war horse. This

battle is immortalized in the songs of bards. What child has grown up

without knowing the lyrics to "Breidablik Breidablik?" Few listeners of

that classic ballad know that the "shiny men on bar-rer" refers to that

decisive historical battle that was won by the great invention of the

Bes’ted-regal.

There's also the story of Sven Quiethooves, often used to show the

stubbornness and audacity of the bariaur. It is said that Odin sent a

Valkyrie to summons Sven to Asgard, to congratulate him on his fine

invention.  According to legend, there was even a contingent of dwarves in

the court who were interested in making improvements on Sven's design. Sven

sent a message back with the astonished Valkyrie saying that he created the

Bes’ted-regal for the bariaur flocks and that the powers and giants could

freeze in Hel for all he cared.  Luckily for Sven, the bariaur powers

protected him from Odin's considerable wrath. But legend has it that no

buck with horns was ever born from the Quiethooves family again.

Today, the Bes’ted-regal is the only harness available for bariaur use. The

name Bes’ted-regal literally means victory saddle, which somewhat removes

the stigma associated with allowing a rider to mount the bariaur. It should

be noted that bariaur greatly prefer the name saddle to harness, as the

word harness connotes a sense of enslavement or oppression of the spirit.

To actually refer to the harness as a "victory saddle" is the best way to

discuss the harness with a bariaur.

- --gary
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MIsc. Rings


Ring of Non-Detection - provides the wearer (only) with protection against

Divinations (as the Wizard spell); due to the nature of its enchantment,

this ring does not respond to 'Detect Magic'.

The appearance of this ring is non-remarkable.

Ring of the Cat - A cat's eye topaz set into a silver ring -

Wearer can 'polymorph self' into a "Cat, Small" 1 per day

for up to 2 hours; Elves become Elven Cats, Tieflings become

Wild Cats, most humans would become Domestic Cats (but not if they

aren't the domestic type). On the Beastlands, this ring is effective

for up to 4 hours; the wearer always contracts felinoid beast-pox

within 1 hour of arrival, regardless of alignment. Ring requires

a command word, written inside the band, readable with 'read magic'.

Ring of Phantasm Turning - as Ring of Spell Turning, but only

affects Phantasm spells cast directly against the wearer.

Ring of Flying - works only in the Inner Planes, 

2 hours/day cumulative, Fl 18B.

Ring of Night - Black Onyx stone inset into an Obsidian ring -

wearer can invoke (with command word) Darkness 15' Rad at a frequency

which varies from ring to ring. (1/day, 3/day, 1/turn).

Darkness lasts 2T, and has a range of 120 yds.

Ring of Protection from Holy Water -

provides complete protection against damage of less 10 hp per round,

and a +4 to all saving throws against Holy water; if an attack does not

allow a saving throw, the wearer receives one anyway (for half damage).

Ring of Undetectable Alignment

Ring of Hidden Hatred

Ring of Protection from Good (Prot. from Evil rings are out of stock.)

Ring of Fidelity - provides wearer with an automatic saving throw

against Charm effects which act only against the opposite sex;

eg, a Foxwoman's beauty would not affect the wearer of this ring.

Ring of Lore - If this Ring is continuously worn for at least one week,

the wearer gains Sage Knowledge in some particular area. Removing the

ring causes the knowledge to be instantly forgotten.

[DM's Dark: The gemstone in these rings is a Shadow Fiend soul jar; the

sage knowledge actually belongs to the trapped spirit, while the

ring provides the wearer with a means to access it.]

Ring of Terror - like a Ring of Lore, only it bestows its wearer

with a strong and persistant Phobia (that continues after the

Ring is removed - there is no limit to the number of people who

can be psychically damaged by a Ring of Terror).

- ------------------------------------------------

Cameo of Change Self, or Cameo of Alter Self:

Wearer can assume the exact appearance of the person

depicted in the Cameo. Most such Cameos function only once per day

for 3 turns duration (command word written on back); 

some produce a continuously active effect while worn.

- -Galen

Bariaur Rings


Like potions, Bariaur rings take many forms. A ring may be a normal ring

worn on a finger. A ring may also be designed to adorn a horn. Several

rings are worn as bangles on a leg. Finally, some rings are rings only by

description, and are only suitable to be worn around the neck. Because of

the personal nature of Bariaur magic there is no consistency with ring

construction. The same mage may change the design of the same type of ring

from day to day, depending on whim or available materials. Many magic rings

are constructed by using existing non-magical rings, for the purpose of

hiding the rings properties from a family or flock that might not approve

of magic.

Note that all prices listed for magical items are what a Bariaur might

offer to a non-Bariaur. Bariaur within a flock would never charge each

other for magic items. All prices are negotiable or open for barter, as is

everything sold by Bariaur. Prices should always be adjusted for the local

economy.

Ring of Magic Obscuration: When worn, detect magic cast by a priest has no

effect on the wearer or her belongings. This ring was created by mages who

live in conservative Bariaur flocks that forbid the use of magic. Often

suspicious bucks will enlist a priest or shaman in performing a search of

their daughter's belongings, in hopes of finding magical items, components

or spell books that would implicate them in the "dark arts." Curiously,

this ring has no effect when a mage casts detect magic. "It takes one to

know one" as the Bariaur mages will tell you. This ring can take many forms

and can be fashioned easily from existing jewelry. They are quite common on

Ysgard and fairly rare in the more liberal Outlands.

Experience Value: 750    GP Sale Value: 2500

Ring of Annulment: While this ring is worn, magic controlled by the

character has no effect. This includes magical items, spells, and innate

magical powers. Spells cast at the character from an outside source,

however, act as normal. Thus heal or fireball affect the wearer normally,

but the ring-wearer cannot cure his own wounds using magic. This ring,

originally considered a curse, is commonly used in flocks that outlaw

magic. When a practicing mage is found, she is often forced to wear such a

ring. Masters sometimes force their students to wear these rings for a time

as punishment.

A remove curse must be cast upon the ring in order to allow the wearer to

remove it. A dispel magic has a 1% chance per level of the caster of

negating the ring's powers for one round, allowing the wearer to remove it.

Each ring has a command word, which will also allow for its removal.

From the MAGIC.ITEMS list (found in greyhawk.stanford.edu)

Experience Value: ---    GP Sale Value: 1000

Ring of Preening: This ring allows the wearer to create a "snapshot" of

their current physical appearance which is then permanently projected onto

the wearer. No matter how disheveled the wearer becomes, their appearance

is always maintained, including pelt coloration and shavings, hair style,

beard growth and other aspects of physical appearance. Wounds, rashes,

boils or other afflictions that occur after the ring was put on will be

apparent. The wearer, provided they know the command word, may change the

image to their current physical appearance at any time. Note that this ring

makes simple changes to physical appearance and cannot change the user

substantively, such as in a change self spell. All spells that cut through

illusion will easily show the wearer's true appearance. 10% of Rings of

Preening are actually cursed, making the wearer think that they've

maintained their appearance while they really have not.

Experience Value: 1000   GP Sale Value: 5000

Ring of Preening (Cursed):

Experience Value: ---    GP Sale Value: 1000

Ring of Social Grace: This ring allows the wearer to walk into any

conversation and immediately know the position of any one person on a

particular issue. The ring does not allow the wearer to know the issue,

only one individual's position. For example, a doe walks into a crowd of

bucks having a discussion. She uses her ring of social grace to find out

the position of a buck she's attracted to or one she wishes to influence.

The position might be something like: "twenty yards is way too short, it

should be at least fifty yards." The issue at hand may be the required

distance for tournament head butting or it could be the square yardage of

weeds the buck needs to eat each day. Only through normal socializing can

the wearer discern the actual discussion.

Experience Value: 2000   GP Sale Value: 10000

(Embedded image moved to file: pic10418.pcx)

Ring of Valiant Charging: This ring allows a charging Bariaur to avoid the

potentially damaging effects of a head butt. Bariaur who miss their saves

versus breath weapon when charging may save a second time while wearing

this ring. If the save is successful, no damage is taken. If the save is

unsuccessful, the ring absorbs the damage, up to the number of charges on

the ring. Most rings start out containing 100 charges. It is considered in

extremely bad form to use a Ring of Valiant Charging in any Bariaur

tournament or ritual combat.

Experience Value: 1000   GP Sale Value: 5000 (50gp per charge)

Ring of Valiant Trampling: This ring, used mostly by does, increases the

chance of trampling an opponent. Normally it takes two successful front

hoof attacks in the same round to indicate a trample attack (for players

option characters). The Ring of Valiant Trampling enables a doe to trample

an opponent automatically with a single successful hoof attack. The

attacking Bariaur feels as if their opponent is "glued" to the bottom of

their hoof when the ring takes effect.

Experience Value: 1000   GP Sale Value: 5000

Ring of Social Ineptitude: This cursed ring forces the wearer to make

reaction checks in every social situation. Even socially acceptable events

performed by others, somehow appear strange or wrong when performed by the

ring wearer. For example, a group of Bariaur may be feasting on a nice

thicket of weeds, when the ring wearer arrives. The ring wearer starts

eating and must immediately make a reaction adjustment. A failed roll

indicates that they made some sort of social faux pas, such as eating in

the wrong area or chewing with their mouths open (or not chewing with their

mouths open).

Experience Value: ---    GP Sale Value: 2000

- -gary

Bariaur Potions

Bariaur potions appear different than normal potions. Volume is the biggest

difference. Most regular potions are small bottles containing several

ounces of liquid. Bariaur potions contain much more liquid, usually between

ten and twelve ounces. Non-Bariaur drinkers of the potion need to take this

into account before drinking a Bariaur potion, otherwise they run the risk

of taking too much. A human sized creature, for example, only needs one

quarter to one third the volume of a Bariaur potion to take advantage of

the effect.

The contents of the potion are different as well. Bariaur potions use

natural herbs and plants to preserve and maintain potency. It is not

uncommon to see bits of leaves or twigs floating around a Bariaur potion,

which can be disconcerting for the non-Bariaur. Bariaur potions are

generally thought to taste bad by most creatures. It is not uncommon for a

human or demi-human to spend a moment drinking a Bariaur potion and several

more moments retching on the floor! Some of this is intentional, as some

superstitious Bariaur do not believe a potion is effective unless it tastes

awful.

Bariaur potion bottles are not your ordinary glass containers. As nomads,

Bariaur generally don't rely on glass. Instead, they make containers out of

wood, gourds, weaved baskets lined with pitch, and bladders from fallen

animals. You might also find a Bariaur potion contained in a glass bottle

scavenged from a non-Bariaur settlement. Thus, you might find Bariaur

taking swigs from a bottle of alcohol, when in fact they're consuming a

potion. Some potions are not potions at all. They appear to be dried cubes

or loose powdery material, wrapped in leaves or paper. These are meant to

be dissolved in water. The volume of water is important, of course, to

achieve full potency. Sometimes instructions are written in Bariaur on the

paper used to wrap the contents.

Note that all prices listed for magical items are what a Bariaur might

offer to a non-Bariaur. Bariaur within a flock would never charge each

other for magic items. All prices are negotiable or open for barter, as is

everything sold by Bariaur. Prices should always be adjusted for the local

economy.

Elixir of Independence: This potion enables the imbiber to move and attack

freely and normally even when attacked by a web, hold, or slow spell (see

ring of free action). Other forms of persuasion, charismatic charm,

argumentative logic and the like also has no effect. The imbiber simply

cannot be held or persuaded to believe anything contrary to their personal

viewpoints. In addition, attempts to capture or subdue the opponent is met

with violent resistance, resulting in a -4 on attack dice by attackers and

+4 on saving throws for the user of the potion. The effects last 1d4+2

turns.

Experience Value: 350    GP Sale Value: 500

Potion of Horn Growth: A large and powerful set of horns grows from the

head of the individual consuming this potion. Non-Bariaur attacks at -4 and

make saving throws at +4 while the spell takes effect, as the horns are

quite cumbersome. Female Bariaur may attack as male Bariaur, with the

additional bonus of +3 on attacks and damage, with the ability to hit

creatures only damaged by magical weapons. Bariaur males consuming the

potion get the attack and damage bonus, as well as the ability to hit

creatures only damaged by magical weapons, but nothing more. The effects

last for 5d6 rounds.

Experience Value: 500    GP Sale Value: 900

Potion of Giant Finding: A potion of giant finding empowers the drinker

with the ability to locate giants by pointing in the general direction of

the closest group of two or more such creatures. The giants must be within

5 miles in flat terrain, 3 miles in hills, swamp, or snow, or 1 mile in

mountainous terrain. The potion does not detect the race of giants or the

quantity. The drinker can tell direction but not distance.

Magical forms of protection from location will be defeated by this potion.

There is a chance that large humanoid creatures other than giants are

detected by this potion (10% chance per group of non-giant creatures within

range). The effects last for 5d4 rounds. As in the Potion of Treasure

Finding, clever players may attempt triangulation.

Experience Value: 500    GP Sale Value: 900

Oil of Dimensional Bending: This potion allows a creature to bend its body

in seemingly impossible ways for the purpose of fitting into small spaces

or through small openings. The size of the creature is not effected, only

its ability to manipulate its mass. For example, a Bariaur might need to

fit through a small opening made for gnomes or halflings. After drinking

the potion, the Bariaur would simply stuff herself through the hole. For

small spaces, the drinker could bend themselves at impossible angles in

order to fit. For the purposes of fitting into tight spaces, consider the

imbiber to be one-third of their actual mass, as they wriggle, stuff and

bend themselves into position. Of course, this potion does not actually

create a dimensional space, so there are obvious places where the drinker

will not be able to fit. The effects last for 5d4 rounds, but have no

effect in the Astral Plane. The effects in Limbo last three times as long.

Creatures who get stuck in a small place when the potion wears off will

take 2d8 points of damage per round until they can escape.

Experience Value: 300    GP Sale Value: 500

- --gary
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Samurai Bariaur, Part 1

Samurai Bariaur

Part 1

Jokoro’s k’ton-a sliced down horizontally at the trollish creature, cutting

deep into its shoulder and rendering the fiend’s tightly muscled right arm

useless. The blade instantly retreated upward from the carnage as the

second blade on the long pole sliced horizontally upward, severing the

fiends left hand, which began flopping around on the dusty gray soil.

The nabassu, it’s powerful claws now useless, lurched with its open mouth

at Jokoro Yojimbo. The fiend’s teeth were yellow and long, all incisors

meant for tearing and rending the flesh of its victims. Unfortunately for

the fiend, its latest victim was Lord Tokunaga, a daimyo of Hachiman, the

God of War, the power that rules The Island Realm of Izumo on Ysgard. Even

more unfortunate for the fiend was the late Lord Tokunaga’s selection of

samurai bodyguards, which included the bariaur warrior Jokoro who had

chased it down across two planes.

The fiend, with lightning speed, attempted to bite deep into the side of

Jokoro, but Jokoro’s enchanted Do-maru, one of several magical pieces of

armor prevented the yellow teeth from penetrating his vital organs. The

elaborate, overlapping metal plates absorbed the force of the blow but it

was the armor’s enchantment that kept the teeth of the fiend from piercing

Jokoro’s side. Jokoro was chief of his bariaur flock.

The flock served Lord Tokunaga in Hachiman’s realm of Izumo. They were

fierce warriors and proud people with a strong sense of honor. What they

lacked in discipline they made up for in fighting prowess. Lord Tokunaga

knew how to use these noble, yet undisciplined creatures. The bariaur

played the role of scouts, shock troops, and front line attack forces. They

also acted as security in wilderness locations in which they were familiar.

The bariaur’s undisciplined fighting style threw their enemy off balance.

Enemy forces were often unprepared for the chaotic attacks, as the bariaur

were unique from other warriors, in that they valued individual combat and

accomplishments. Other warriors acted precisely, in groups, under a strong

command structure. This unpredictability, punished in the average bushi,

was harnessed by Lord Tokunaga, who saw the bariaur as a great advantage.

The fiend was too close for another slice of the k’ton-a, a polearm more

useful on the battlefield than in close personal combat. Jokoro centered

himself in his hara, his spiritual center and focused his energy. His ki

energy focused, Jokoro released it instantaneously with a deep shout, a

kiai, as his people called it. While releasing his ki onto the nabassu,

Jokoro began raising himself up on his hind legs, his front hooves raising

nearly ten feet into the air. The nabassu, immune to many forms of weapons

and spells, was unprepared for this attack of spiritual energy from the

bariaur. It froze, stunned momentarily from the shock. Meanwhile, the

bariaur lifted itself into the air, towering over the fiend.

Jokoro ends the La-Bunesa maneuver, a martial arts move from the Zhod-yo

school, by slamming his weight down onto the stunned Tanar’ri. The hideous

skull of the creature cracks under the weight, its brain oozing from its

wide ears, blood dripping from its nose, its teeth shattered in its mouth.

The scene would have been grizzly anywhere else, but in Oinos, a layer of

The Gray Waste, everything loses color and significance. Meaning become as

gray and lifeless as the black and white environment. This was a sharp

contrast to the lucious vegetation and lively environment of the island

Realm of Izumo.

It was Jokoro Yojimbo’s responsibility to protect his lord while he

retreated to the mountain hermitage back in Izumo. It was under Jokoro’s

watch that the fiend slowly killed his liege lord, stealing in during the

night like a cursed ninja and slowly sucking away Tokunaga’s ki. No one

knew what to think, as the lord was still quite young. The monks of the

heritage did not know what to do, and the bariaur shaman could only say

that the power of the illness was beyond his experience. Eventually his

lord transformed into a hideous creature of the night. The transformation

completed one evening and the wraith form rushed from the hermitage down

the mountain, directly at Jokoro, who, shocked by this evil visage, slayed

the creature on the spot.

Lord Tokunaga had left his body many night before, but in the eyes of the

samurai, Jokoro had killed his liege lord in cold blood. For this act,

Jokoro’s flock was to lose their lives, committing ritual suicide with

their tanto knives. Not just the warrior, but all the kids and does would

also die for his supposed mistake. This was considered an honor, one that

many argued was not befitting the cowardly bariaur who slew their lord.

Jokoro would also die, but first he would track down the beast who

assassinated his lord, and then he would find the rival who brought the

foul creature to the Hachiman’s pure land. This delay in his death would

bring great shame on his flock and family However, honor and pride demanded

revenge for this terrible wrong. Even if it meant a bad rebirth or oblivion

on a foreign plane.

Jokoro examined the corpse of the hideous beast. It once stood roughly

seven feet tall, looking like an oni demon with its snake-like skin. The

bariaur fought endless battles against the oni, who wished to enslave and

torture them. This creature was different though, it had a muscular body

and small wings. It was these wings that allowed it to elude Jokoro’s

tracking for the last several days as it flew to higher ground, playfully

observing the samurai and waiting for its time to swoop in and kill the

bariaur. That time came as the warrior began to slow in his progress

through the wasteland. Short on food and drink, Jokoro began to tire,

especially under the influence of the ki draining effects of the plane. The

beast saw its chance to finish off Jokoro, attacking it from behind as it

swept out of the sky. If it hadn’t been for the enchanted armor, given to

Jokoro’s grandfather by Hachiman himself, Jokoro would be the crushed

figure on the ground, rather than the fiend.

The tanar’ri dead, Jokoro took a moment to look around. He stood at a

crossroads, dusty gray paths lead off in three directions. Surely this

fiend was heading back to its master when he killed it. And surely its

master will seek Jokoro when it finds its servant dead. To ensure this

discovery, Jokoro sliced down with his k’ton-a and severed the head from

the fiend. He placed it into his pack. Later on, when he reached a town, he

would parade the trophy in hopes of attracting the attention of the fiends

master. Wondering which way to go, Jokoro again surveyed the landscape. The

severed hand pointed off to the left. Jokoro let his intuition guide him as

he headed down the left hand road.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

The Society of the Guardinals


Yeah, this'll be ruled out by that Celestials book in September, but that

didn't stop me from writing all my other stuff.  <shrugs>  I had fun writing

this, and if anyone wants to comment on it, I'd love to hear it.

    Of all the creatures that span the seven Upper Planes from Arcadia to

Ysgard, perhaps none are more misunderstood than the Guardinals of Elysium.

Given their names by mortals who saw them as the "guardians" of the pure

goodness of Elysium, to think of them solely as the "guardians" of Elysium

does not do their actions justice.  True, it is rare to see a guardinal off

its home plane (at least in its natural form), but they are hardly only

guardians of their home.  Although, it would be correct to think of them

guardians in one sense - they are the guardians of all that is good and

light in the multiverse.  Without the unseen influences of the guardinals,

it's no doubt that the Upper Planes would be beset by the same sort of petty

bickering and violence that characterizes the Lower half of the Multiverse.

That's not to say that the guardinals are cruel puppet masters like the

yugoloths of Gehenna; far from it, actually.  The guardinals act towards

goodness in all things; in every one of their actions, they attempt to bring

the multiverse closer to the perfect of goodness.  They figure that if

enough guardinals exist, they'll be able to lift the entire universe up

through good deeds.  Of course, the leonal rulers aren't stupid enough to

believe that overt acts of goodness are all that are needed; to defeat evil,

good must be cunning, intelligent, crafty, and occasionally stoop low if it

wants to rise high.  To the guardinals, the ends always justify the means,

and if they need to cordon off an entire layer of Elysium to secure that

which was Not Meant to Roam Free, then so be it.  Some see this line of

thought as callous and cold, most of them being the youngest powers new to

Elysium.  These powers do not realize that evil did not get where it is

today by being evil; without kind words and a smiling face, the yugoloths

and baatezu would be no more than the tanar'ri.  Without a stern fist and a

cunning intellect, the guardinals would be no more than the greenest

petitioners, unskilled in anything but wishful thinking towards what they'd

like to happen.

    It is unknown what creates the guardinals.  As near as anyone can tell,

they aren't formed from petitioners like the archons or eladrin.  Perhaps

they spring from Elysium's own essence.  There are always the same number of

guardinals in existence at once; nobody's ever seen a "baby" guardinal,

although they often refer to their age in certain circumstances.  When asked

how old he was, a cervidal of Amoria was more than happy to reply that he

was a hundred and fifteen years of age.  When asked what came before his

existence, he had no idea what could have come before his being: to the

guardinals, the past should not be dwelled on, only the present and how the

future can be influenced towards goodness.

However, while the creation of the guardinals may be a well-guarded secret

and mystery, their goals are not.  Goodness, pure and absolute is what they

strive for in all things.  Attempting to dissuade a guardinal from their

goal is impossible; they cannot understand why people would willingly choose

evil over goodness, and do not grant those mortals who choose evil the

freedom of choice to harm others with.  Evil mortals are like a gangrened

toe; they must be chopped off the body before the infection can be allowed

to spread.  While in Elysium and untroubled by immediate evil, they are able

to relax and act naturally, being introspective about the fundamental nature

of goodness and their place among it.  However, when confronted by evil in

their own backyard, they are even more vigilant when they encounter it

outside of Elysium.

    Outside of Elysium is another matter entirely.  The nature of evil is

encountered everywhere they look, and they cannot accept the nature of evil

to consume everyone in its path.  On a related note, evil cannot understand

goodness; they always assume that the guardinals and other good people are

working towards their own, more selfish goal.  However, outside of Elysium,

an angry guardinal is common, and the most trivial things can raise them to

the highest heights or cast them into the deepest lows.  Upon seeing a

person in the gutter, drunk to the bone and without a chance for the future,

they may become even more crazed than a Bleaker who thinks he's a messiah.

Around them, they see nothing but darkness and evil, and they attempt to

shine as bright as they can in order to change things.  However, in this

some fall into the trap of hatred.  The most experienced and wise guardinals

know that for all the blackness that evil is, to hate it is to give into it.

The youngest and least experienced of the guardinals fall into this trap; it

is usually the lupinals with their hunting bands on the Gray Waste and

militaristic lifestyle that end up the most aggressive and the most spiteful

of their breed.

    Outside of Elysium, some guardinals take it upon themselves to enlighten

the populace to goodness.  This is not usually done through overt means;

guardinals chose to remain anonymous most of the time throughout their

efforts.  After all, to know that chant is coming from a guardinal makes

many people suspicious of the information: perhaps they see it as unfairly

biased towards goodness.  Common tools in the guardinal cause include: more

idealistic (read: good-aligned) members of the Revolutionary League, authors

eager to write about the Planes, and pretty much the entire "Guardians"

sect.  Hardly ever do the guardinals indiscriminately use people with little

regard to their own personal feelings and existences, although it has been

known to happen in the past, albeit rarely.

    Like yugoloth society, the advancement of guardinals comes through

realization of certain truths.  However, to the guardinals, these truths are

not about self-advancement and increasing personal power.  Rather, they

realize fundamental truths about the multiverse and their place in society.

As near as this author can tell, the hierarchy of the guardinals is a loose

one, where there is very little ambition to advance from one form to the

next.  The trend is instead more gradual, with one guardinal realizing that

his or her experiences have changed them fundamentally, thus casting them

into another form.  Only the energies of Elysium are known to be able to do

this, and it is unknown exactly how; one day, an avoral may realize it is

simply tired of traveling, and it will simply change its form into one more

mirroring their new lifestyles and beliefs.  However, there is a hierarchy

of sorts among the guardinals; the more rare of them are the leonals and

their advisors the ursinals, both of whom are usually termed by outsiders as

"greater" guardinals.  The guardinals themselves do not make that

distinction, although it is common to see a leonal or ursinal mentoring a

younger group of guardinals or petitioners.  This is because the two are

usually the eldest of the guardinals and by association, the more wise.

However, guardinals have been known to stay in one form or another for their

entire existence, simply because their experiences do not change them.

    In short, each guardinal starts their existence as a cervidal and grows

from each of their experiences thereon.  Some spend years in cervidal form,

happy with their content way of life.  Some quickly adapt to new lifestyles

as the combat-ready equinals and lupinals because of a burning hatred for

what evil they encounter.  Few others become avorals and ardeidals because

of some insatiable curiosity to explore the multiverse.  The fewest, usually

because of experiences in several forms, chose to learn information of all

types as an ursinal.  It's said that only a guardinal that has walked in all

lots of life can become a leonal, the perfect blend of wisdom and strength.

Probably because of this, the leonals are the most respected of the

guardinals among their peers.

    The leaders of guardinal society are the Five Companions, examples of

Five out of Six of the guardinal species who seek to promote the ideals of

good throughout their "flocks" and so carry that message ultimately to rest

of the multiverse.  They are led by Prince Talisid, a leonal who's said to

have existed since the beginning of the planes and has spent near-eternities

in each of the forms of the guardinals.  He knows through experience, and

his goal is nothing less than the complete eradication of anything that

remotely looks evil by converting it to the good way of thinking.  He is

said to be among the only guardinals that truly understands the ways of

evil, and so is the only one who can lead his people against it.  Prince

Talisid is one of the most respected good creatures of the Upper Planes,

although he's never seen outside of Elysium.  He makes his home on Belierin,

the Fourth and most secluded layer of Elysium.

As mentioned above, the cervidals are the most common of the guardinals and

is usually seen as a base form for advancement into different forms.  The

attitude of the cervidals to the world is one of simple acceptance, and the

cervidals are usually as simple-minded as petitioners when it comes to

beliefs in goodness and the like.  They know what they should believe, but

they have not yet have their beliefs tried.  The cervidals keep to their own

kind, seeing little of Elysium and preferring instead to inspect themselves

and their place in the multiverse.  Some guardinals see the form of the

cervidal as the most pristine form of purity available; after all, only

after one of them has been tarnished by the world can they advance through

their experiences in the multiverse.  After having their beliefs tested,

some cervidals find themselves lacking in purity and goodness; this usually

ends up with the transformation into the form of an equinal.  Some

cervidals, uncontent with their lifestyle, end up catching a ferry on the

River Oceanus and become an ardeidal.  Others desire to soar and see what

the rest of the multiverse looks like, and so find themselves transformed

into avorals.  Usually, a cervidal does not directly change their form into

the more warlike lupinals; the equinals are more of a stepping-stone for

that.  However, fiends which manage to come across these cervidals have left

more than one survivor left wanting the blood of evil.  It is rare to see a

cervidal maintain its purity off of Elysium; only one such guardinal, the

cervidal Falvë, seems to have retained his charming innocence throughout the

millennia of his existence.  He travels with Prince Talisid and brings joy

to all whom he sees and manages to touch with his child-like happiness.

    The equinals are usually the second form that a common guardinal finds

themselves transformed into, most of the time after a confrontation with

purest evil (read: fiends).  There's always an innate distrust of that which

someone cannot understand, and the guardinals are unable to understand the

ways of evil.  However, as an equinal, a guardinal has not yet fallen into

the trap of hatred as so many lupinals do.  Most of the time, the equinals

are simply jovial creatures much like the cervidals.  Their lifestyle is one

of fun and games throughout Elysium, still much like the innocent cervidals.

However, equinals know what evil is; they have encountered it and it's a

great mystery that hangs in the back of their mind.  Often they know what it

is, but they have not seen what it does.  They'll fight it on principle,

because they know the word "evil" is wrong, and it should be bashed back

into the Lower Planes.  However, they don't know exactly what evil truly is

as well as other guardinals do.  They often will become ardeidal or avoral

because of a desire to explore, although their exploration will not be as

pristine as a guardinal of the same type which has never encountered evil.

However, there's always the chance that they'll actually realize that their

hatred for what evil represents has grown into a true hatred for evil.  At

that point, they'll most likely become lupinals, silent and deadly hunters

who hate evil almost as much as evil hates good.  The most prominent

equinal, said to be able to best all others in any athletic contents and

games that the equinals participate in, is an equinal called Hoofhair by the

petitioners, but Stallius by the guardinals.  Stallius is one of the Five

Companions of Prince Talisid, and spreads the benefits of simple joy and

sporting across Elysium during his travels.

    The lupinals are perhaps the "blackest" of the guardinals, since a

majority of them have learned the hard way exactly what evil is.  Ask a

lupinal about their past, and you'll often get a series of growls aimed at

shutting you up before you pry any further.  Most of them have been scarred

in some way in the past; perhaps they accidently stumbled onto a Blood War

battlefield through a portal as a cervidal or perhaps their entire family

unit as an equinal was slaughtered by a bunch of bloodthirsty tanar'ri.

Most of them hunt alone, searching out those of fiendish blood and slaying

them indiscriminately, regardless of their true alignment or moral outlook.

None of them trust any non-guardinal, and treat everyone as a potential

threat.  They also take the fight to the Gray Waste in raiding parties aimed

at slaying as many fiends as possible.  The leader of these parties is the

lupinal Mowatt Ke'Mahn (originally featured in Hellbound: Dark of the War,

page 31), who in reality is looked on by the Five Companions as probably the

most corrupted lupinal of them all.  He's given in totally to hate, and his

raiding parties do little more than establish a sense of "heroism" in

combatting evil.  By forgetting exactly what goodness is, and giving into

hate, Mowatt has almost done more to set the aims of the Five Companions

back than the yugoloths in all their evil.  Almost.  Mowatt Ke'Mahn was a

cervidal who say the other cervidals that he had laughed and played

innocently with cut down to ribbons by a tanar'ric raiding party.  Since

then, he devoted his entire life to vengeance, even (some say) by gong to

the Lower Planes in search of the tanar'ri general who lead him down the

path he walks today.  He did not come back for many moons, but when he did

returned, he immediately began organizing raiding parties into the Gray

Waste.  Some say he got more than he bargained for in the Lower Planes.

Others hint that he made a deal most foul with an ultroloth, promising that

he'd lead his raiding parties is he was only given the power to strike out

at the fiends he hated for all eternity.  It's a matter not discussed

lightly.

The form of a lupinal is not one easily shed off.  Usually it requires an

understanding of the forgiving nature of goodness and a lack of hatred for

evil, something that most lupinals find very difficult to accept.  Many

truly want to return to their innocence as a cervidal, and so seek out the

leonals and ursinals to be taught and instructed in the true ways of

goodness.  Many give up combat altogether, believing their souls to be too

stained with blood.  However, as long as the lupinals give into hate, they

will only sink into evil, and it's a disturbing trend that the Five

Companions attempt to discourage.  The representative of the lupinals in the

Five Companions is the soft-spoken pacifist Rashin, who attempts to lead by

example.  However, the example of Mowatt Ke'Mahn and his hatred is so much

stronger and more powerful that the Five Companions fear the lupinals will

lead them all into evil.  The best of the lupinals are those that realize

that there is a time for violence, and that time is never.  However, these

lupinals are few and far between.

    The avorals and ardeidals are the guardinals that have been struck by

wanderlust of some sort; a burning passion to explore and see what's out

there.  The avorals do this in the freedom of the skies, while the ardeidals

prefer to remain closer to the River Oceanus and learn every turn of the

beautiful river as it sparkles its way across the Upper Planes.  They're

very similar species of guardinals, and it's not uncommon for one lifestyle

to progress to the next.  Ultimately, however, after all their travel, they

learn sooner or later that irresponsibility and a life that is happy for

them is not necessarily happy for the rest of the multiverse.  Some sit down

and begin to attempt to help steer people from evil as a wise ursinal, while

others realize that to travel idly while evil is rampant is almost as bad a

crime.  This second belief usually leads them to the form of an equinal, or

ultimately a lupinal.  The avorals and ardeidals also act as spies for the

Five Companions and the leonals in their quests against evil.  Because of

their inherent distrust of evil, avorals and ardeidals are often willing to

honor requests from the leonals for short periods of time.  Unlike other

guardinals, the avorals are often seen away from Elysium, flying through the

skies of the Upper Planes while the ardeidals sail the River Oceanus beneath

them.  The only representative the two guardinal species have in the Five

Companions is the Avoral Ciene.  She's more happy roaming the skies of

Elysium, but she realize that there is a time for happiness and a time for

seriousness.  She speaks for the ardeidals as well, although the ardeidals

play much less of a role in leonal operations than the avorals.

 The ursinals are respected the most among the non-leonal guardinals.  This

is probably because it takes a lot of experience to reach their level; one

much first shrug off a hatred for evil and the desire to see the multiverse

(although several ursinals still travel the multiverse gathering

information).  Not unlike the arcanoloths of Gehenna, the ursinals see the

ability to use information gathered by the avoral towards the ends of

goodness.  They usually have a vast amount of information rattling around in

their heads, and they don't hesitate to share most of it.  They often

digress rapidly from topics, although some claim this to be a clever ursinal

tactic to make themselves look less dangerous than they actually are.  In

truth, there is almost nothing more hazardous to an evil person than an

ursinal and their head full of information.  They know about the skeletons

in everyone's closet, and they won't hesitate to reveal such information if

directly asked or if such a revelation would help their cause by humiliating

a dangerous opponent.  Sometimes, ursinals grow too used to gathering

information and become avorals with the express purpose of finding all the

information there is to know in the multiverse so that they can use it

better.  These transformations are common, but rarely last for any serious

length of time.  Being an ursinal is usually the final step before being

experienced enough to become a leonal, although a good number of ursinals

care only for information, and not for the combat of the lupinals.  The

representative of the ursinal among the Five Companions is the wise sage

Yrbius, who's said to know not just a little bit about everything, but a

good deal.  He knows about the tides of good and evil, and the wages of the

Blood War.  He has a vast network of knowledge linked by astral streaker and

messenger pigeon alike, and it's rare that something happens in Elysium that

he doesn't know about.

    Only those that have experienced existence through the eyes of each of

the species of guardinal can become leonals, and to become a leonal requires

wisdom, strength, and a desire to shape the multiverse in the name of good.

Many guardinals have the first two, but few have the ambition to seriously

become important and a leader.  Many like serving goodness in their own way,

but are unwilling to make the jump to being in power.  It is so much easier

to serve that to actually think for oneself, is it not?  Of course, the

guardinals that do desire to become leonals are the most wise and learned of

their race, believing themselves truly able to alter the multiverse in a way

so that it more reflects the goodness inherent in Elysium.  However, that's

not to say that the leonals are a bunch of goody-two-shoes.  They take

goodness seriously, as seriously as the yugoloths take their ambitions.  The

leonals have been seasoned by existence in all (or most; commonly one only

spends time in the form of an ardeidal or avoral, only rarely both) of the

guardinal forms, and so know how each of the species thinks.  They plan

accordingly, usually orchestrating vast numbers of people, good or not,

towards the ultimate goal of happiness that is Elysium.  Their plans are

vast and complex, and they usually succeed: everyone looks for the evil

manipulator behind the scenes, but nobody looks for the good one.  People

are trained to look for how a situation might benefit someone else, but they

are not trained to see that someone else might want to benefit them.

Because of this, the leonals have been largely successful in their plans

throughout the Upper Planes: nobody expects them to play any part in the

matter.  They are expected to stay at home and guard Elysium.  And that, my

distinguished readers, is why they succeed.  The leader of the leonals is

none other than Prince Talisid, singularly the most experienced guardinal in

Elysium, who leads through both word and example.

    There are many issues of concern to the guardinals at the present moment

in time.  Certainly, they are afraid that the current split in the Wylders

sect might blind both groups to the glories of nature; they're said to be

"looking into the matter."  The recent loss of the teleport without error

abilities of the baatezu and tanar'ri also worries them: it bodes nothing

but ill, and the chant leaking around the Lower Planes related to the 'loths

restoring such a power. well, the guardinals don't like it one bit.  It's

said that they're planning a major offensive against the yugoloths now, but

it's unknown whether this is another well-placed rumor or the truth.  If it

is the truth, then it's probably impossible to predict how an attack will

proceed and where it will attempt to strike.  This is the sort of offensive

that would make the lupinal raiding parties into the Gray Waste look like a

little child poking another with a pin.  Where the guardinals would get the

numbers for such an assault is unknown: their numbers are small, and so

their ability to do good is numbered by the soldiers they can field.  When

their population is probably closer to the small numbers of the yugoloths

than to the uncountable numbers of the tanar'ri, it's unlikely that the

guardinals could do any real damage without a good deal of cunning.

    In short, each of the guardinals is a unique individual with different

pasts and experiences.  Because of their strange decentralized hierarchy,

one lupinal might be drastically different from the next.  A guardinal is

made up of all its past experiences as they relate to the future, and that

future is one where each member of their species will do everything that

they can to ensure the ultimate and final triumph of goodness.  Anything

less would be betraying their basic nature.

Heregul

"This is the way the world ends.

Not with a bang, but a whimper." - T.S. Eliot

      Heregul's Planescape Page: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

      ICQ #7235975The Society of the Guardinals

Re: Heregul's guardinal article.

I really like the idea that guardinals can join each caste (except leonal) in 

any order they want.  That's innovative.

The idea of making guardinal generation completely mysterious is fine, though 

this is my list of guardinal origins:

• Natural animals of Elysium

• Satyrs/spirits of nature.

• Emerges spontaneously from thickets/trees/mounds/streams/fire/light/dreams.

• From petitioners who feel drawn to undergo the Hunt of Ascension (see below)

• From Animal Wardens who feel the need to travel upstream and serve in 

Elysium.

As for guardinals being willing to do _anything_ for the cause of Good...

They are Good.  I'm inclined to think that too much Evil, no matter the 

justification, might hurt them very much.  At least, it probably produces a 

backup of Goodness that boils out at unpredictable intervals (like A'kin's 

private fits).  I think that many guardinals would much rather hire out for 

certain missions: the Guardian sect is good for this.  That's not to say 

there aren't guardinals who go too far.

In a message dated 2/3/99 6:43:18 PM Eastern Standard Time, 

cajun_3@hotmail.com writes:

> 1. I know of the Guardinal types described in the book, Leonals, etc. 

>  Are those all of them or are there a type of Guardinal for each animal 

>  type found in Elysium?  

Not every animal type, just as there isn't an archon for each animal type 

(some of them look like animals, too).  There might be a tanar'ri for each 

animal type, but that's only because there are so many #$%*! Abyssal 

terrains.  

THE GUARDINAL HUNT OF ASCENSION

By A'kin.

"Greetings!  I'm glad you've come!  I have the information you wanted.  No, 

no payment is necessary, I'm happy to do it.  One thing I have in common with 

my arcanoloth cousins is the love of learning.  Don't look so uncomfortable; 

I don't deny what my people are, or their many faults.  Unlike my relations, 

I serve the truth, no matter how unpleasant it may be.

"The guardinals are the race born of the peace and perfect harmony between 

accord and discord of Elysium.  You know I love harmony.  When I say they're 

born of Elysium, I actually mean they have many means of generation; forgive 

me, but I can't be less than exact when it comes to knowledge.  It's a little 

quirk of mine.

"The Hunt of Ascension is the guardinal ceremony of transformation.  I have 

some contacts in Elysium who told me this story; they owed me a favor.

"First, the guardinal must truly be ready.  It must understand all of the 

lessons of Good that its form can teach it.  Eventually, the creature will 

contain more Goodness than its current form can hold.  At that point, it will 

either go to the older guardinals and ask that a Hunt be staged, or the 

elders, in their wisdom, will come to it.

"The Hunt begins at either dawn or dusk: a time of transition.  A band of 

elders sniffs out the scent of Good spilling out of one of their fellows 

whose time is ripe.  They utter cries of warning.  The ascendant, aroused by 

instincts older than sentient intelligence, will flee.  The elders pursue.

"The chase carries hunter and prey across the face of Elysium, and possibly 

beyond.  Shoppers in Sigil's Market Ward have been stunned more than once by 

the sight of guardinals sprinting between gates, and well-intentioned members 

of the Harmonium have received minor injuries from trying to help them catch 

the 'fugitive.'

"The exact length of the Hunt is not important, though it may go on for days 

or even months.  The ritual's purpose is to exhaust the ascendant's body 

completely; to use up the old form so that a new one can be born; to weaken 

the bonds holding it to its former self enough for the future to break free.  

Elder guardinals generally have more resources to draw on than their juniors, 

but if necessary they can and will bring in fresh Hunters to replace those 

injured or incapacitated.

"If the ascendant quits too soon, it cannot ascend, and it will sicken.  If 

it cannot complete the ritual soon, it will become a twisted and pitiful 

thing, unable to do much more than shuffle along.  Suicide is common among 

these creatures. 

"When and if the guardinal does finally finish the Hunt, only one more act is 

required by the Hunters; the ascendant must be quickly and (ideally) humanely 

slain and skinned.  Out of the old skin will emerge the guardinal in its next 

incarnation, fresh and new.  If the new form is to be much larger than the 

old, it will complete its growth within the next few days.  Then it is ready 

to serve.

"The new form will vary according to need and desire.  With guardinals, these 

two requirements are ideally one: a guardinal desires nothing so much as 

serving Good the best way it can.  It's thought that moon dogs, balaenas, and 

even sunflies are actually forms that guardinals occasionally find useful.  

They are secretive on these matters.

"Well, friend.  That's the Hunt of Ascension.  Now, I have a favor to ask 

you, one friend to another.  When you do meet your target, tell him A'kin the 

Friendly Fiend sent you.  He'll be delighted to hear from an old friend."

Resurrecting Dead Gods



I've decided I want one of the long term villains in the campaign I 

DM to have has one of his ultimate goals the resurrection of a dead god.  

Don't ask me why I want that to be one of his goals, I just do.  However, I 

have a major problem now... why?


So what I'm asking you all basically is why someone would want to 

resurrect a dead (evil) god.  And to clarify, why someone who is of sound, 

intelligent mind (that's not doing it just for the Hell of it, like that 

idiot splinter group of Signers) would want to resurrect a dead evil god.  

Other than the most simplistic and obvious reasons (we're dealing with a 

complex villain), such as being a follower of the deceased deity or wanting 

to promote evil.


Perhaps some background would help.  The villain, Gregory Golbez, is 

the son of a once powerful and respected noble family in the kingdom of Spain 

in the campaign world.  Gregory's father, Vadius Golbez, attempted 

(successfully at first) to use psionics and magic to control the then king to 

gain complete control of Spain.  His plan was to eventually have the king say 

and do things that would make him seem incompetent, and then for the king to 

step down and announce Vadius his successor, rather than his son, Philip de 

Espana, true heir to the throne.  But the Esper family (also a respected 

noble family in Spain), loyal retainers to the royal de Espana family, under 

the leadership of Armando Esper, head of the family, foiled Vadius's plan.  

Armando was too late to save the king from completely losing his mind (which 

became gradually increasingly more damaged by Vadius's mind control), but he 

exposed the dirty dealings of Vadius to the entire nation, ensured that 

Philip de Espana ascended the throne, and in doing so destroyed the Golbez 

family's noble standing in Spain and lead to Vadius's public execution.


Gregory Golbez, orphaned and reduced to poverty, was determined to 

gain control of Spain and to enact his vendetta upon the Esper and de Espana 

families.  He came to be the head of a number of underground illegal 

activities in Spain and surrounding nations, and as his power base and wealth 

grew so did his ambition and megalomania.  He took up the study of Mentalism 

(the magic school of the mind), hired the services of a psionicist who would 

become his first wife and a long time friend, and also hired the services of 

skilled but unrecognized doctor that had done extensive work on control of 

the mind through technological methods.  He had the tools to accomplish his 

goals.


Golbez decided to create for himself the ultimate pawn, a mercenary 

that would be under his complete control.  He kidnapped a member of another 

prominent noble family in Spain, Kenneth Fitzkarin, and used a mix of magic, 

psionics, and surgical implants to transform him into his complete pawn.  He 

used powerful magic to alter Kenneth's appearance to be that of a very 

powerful count of a land in Macedonia to the East, Count Raymond Armandula, 

and and with the help of a traitorous high priestess, Priestess Jane Blade, 

he had the real count killed and replaced with his pawn.  Priestess Jane and 

Count Armandula performed many criminal acts for Golbez, behind a visage of 

nobility and holiness.  Gregory and Jane were lovers, but Jane's heart 

belonged to Count Armandula, and when the two of them conceived twins 

together, they allowed Gregory to believe that Axel and Baram were his own.  

Axel and Baram Blade became very important to Gregory, and he made great use 

of them as they grew older, harder, and more powerful.  This went on for 

years until an accident happened and Axel, Baram, and Jane were all 

irrevocably killed.  Gregory brought Kenneth Fitzkarin back, finding Count 

Armandula too dangerous on his own, and proceeded to make new plans for the 

future.


Gregory became involved with a particularly demented nobleman 

necromancer by the name of Del Vexor.  Golbez and Vexor made plans together 

to build a vast financial empire... the only thing they needed was capital.  

They kidnapped a young girl, Rachel Blake, magically aged the child to 

adulthood, and programmed her to believe she was an adult young woman with 

amnesia.  Del Vexor took her in to "help" her, and married her before 

conceiving a son with her.  When she gave birth, he stole their son and told 

her it was dead, while he secretly named him Clyde and left him to be raised 

by his undead servants in an abandoned dungeon.  Vexor stayed in the 

background for a few years, while Gregory offered comfort to Rachel, while 

actually planning to use her some more.  He allowed the man that helped to 

cover up her kidnapping, Ernesto Maurezhi, to pretend to be Vexor for a 

night, during which Ernesto fathered a son, which was to be named Baram.  

Gregory himself fathered a child with her, Peter, before she caught wind of 

his villainy and escaped from him.  While Kenneth Fitzkarin found and took 

care of Rachel, fell in love with her, and fathered a son, Hugh, Gregory and 

Vexor used Clyde and Baram (both sons of Rachel, Clyde a son of Vexor) to 

infiltrate the royal family.  They magically influenced them during their 

growth in the womb to resemble Philip de Espana's sons, Prince David and 

Baram de Espana, and then kidnapped and held captive the two boys.  Clyde and 

Baram were programmed to be Prince David and Baram, only under Golbez's 

complete control, and they were used to eventually rob the kingdom's royal 

treasury of all of its moneys and several fortunes worth in priceless art 

objects (Gregory had a taste for fine art).  When they had reduced the 

treasury of Spain to nothing, they faked the deaths of the two fake princes.  

Del and Gregory erased their memories of all of it, and set them on their 

ways.  Clyde and Baram, both without any memories of their childhoods (before 

15), became partners in crime, petty thieves always on the run.  When Clyde 

met a woman and settled down (more or less), their criminal activities became 

far more dangerous, and eventually the pair was nearly caught.  Baram had 

been injured, and although he'd begged Clyde to kill him rather than letting 

him get caught and burned alive for his crimes (the practice in the area), 

Clyde left him and escaped.  When Clyde returned to his village, he found 

that his wife Michelle had been killed (his own father Vexor killed her, but 

he didn't know that).  To cover up the kidnapping of the real David de 

Espana, who'd grown to maturity in the years that passed, David's memories 

were erased and he was given Michelle's memories,appearance, and of course, 

sex, and then killed.  The David-turned-Michelle's corpse was switched with 

the real Michelle's corpse, and the real corpse was taken and preserved by 

Vexor to be used later to hurt and manipulate his son.  The real Baram de 

Espana managed to escape Golbez, and eventually became a particularly 

powerful crimelord and ninja clanlord bent on world domination.  Clyde went 

off and assumed the identity of a dark assassin that went by the name Shadow, 

and left for the Orient.  


Meanwhile, Gregory became romantically interested in the love 

interest of Armando Esper Jr., son of the Armando that had taken down his 

father Vadius.  To rid himself of the competition, he kidnapped Kenneth 

Fitzkarin (who had become quite a friend to Armando), erased Kenneth's 

memories, and transformed him into a "fake" Armando that he could control to 

abandon the relationship, and blackmailed the real Armando to leave Spain.  

Armando had no idea that before he left his then fiance, Deborah, was 

pregnant with identical quadruplets, and when Gregory manipulated events to 

make Armando believe Deborah was dead, Armando never retured to Spain.  

Armando did happen upon the heartbroken Rachel Blake (who was dying inside 

over the loss of her beloved Kenneth), and he took her under his wing and 

fathered a son, Leo, with her.  Golbez found out that she was with Armando, 

and decided to hurt Armando, protect himself, and to restore an old ally all 

at once by kidnapping Rachel Blake, erasing her memories, and programming her 

with the memories of Priestess Jane.  He then took Kenneth Fitzkarin (then 

"fake" Armando) and retransformed him into Count Armandula.  Not too long 

after THAT, Gregory kidnapped Shadow and Baram (who had managed to escape his 

execution by fire, only after being burned badly) and programmed them to be 

Axel and Baram Blade.  One big happy mind controlled family, it was!  Golbez 

used Axel (Shadow), Baram (Baram), Priestess Jane (Rachel), and Count 

Armandula (Kenneth) for years, until he was done with them for the time, and 

Vexor requested that his son Shadow be restored to his own identity.  Gregory 

turned Kenneth back into "fake" Armando, allowed him to be turned into a 

vampire, and then took him to a far flung prime world to live under the wing 

of a lich.  Baram was restored to his previous scarred identity, and Rachel 

was used some more.  One of Armando's quadruplet sons with Deborah, Palidor, 

who along with three of his other brothers was abandoned on the side of a 

road by their mother because she could only care for one of them, ended up 

being raised by a wood elven tribe, and married a childhood friend there.  

After his twin brother Alexander made Palidor believe that his wife Elizabeth 

cheated on him with someone (Elizabeth had thought Alexander was Palidor), 

they fought, which ultimately lead to a boating accident in which she was 

lost in sea, apparently drowned.  In fact, Gregory had Ernesto create the 

illusion that Elizabeth drowned while he really kidnapped Elizabeth.  

Golbez's daughter Nai K'del offered her assistance to pose as Elizabeth while 

this happened, but ended up being lost at sea for real... her father thought 

she was dead.  He erased the real Elizabeth's memories and transformed her 

into a replacement Nai K'del (to sort of bring her back to life).  Gregory 

then programmed Rachel Blake to be Elizabeth and had her captured and 

enslaved by drow elves to cover it all up, after inducing a temporary amnesia 

she'd recover from (not including four missing years she wouldn't be able to 

remember because "Elizabeth" hadn't existed at all during that time to have 

memories of).


Well, that's all the background to this villain, and what he's done.  

Now for the god he wants to bring back to life (I'll put him in Faiths and 

Avatars format):

Zeromus (Dead)

(The Master Mind, Keeper of Memories)

Greater Power of a Plane Unknown, LE

PORTFOLIO:



Psionics, Mentalism, memories, 

deception, mysteries, 








secrets, darkness, mental dominion and control, 










manipulation, rulership, intrigue, 

vengeance



ALIASES:



None




DOMAIN NAME:


the Fort of Stolen Memories/Unknown

SUPERIOR:



None

ALLIES:




the Dark God (dead), Memnor, 

Ilsenine, Maanzecorian 








(dead), Cronos, Maglubiyet, Mellifleur

FOES:




the Seldarine, the Olympian pantheon 

(except Hades), 








Lolth, Gzemnid, the Norse pantheon (except Loki and 








Surtr), Shang-ti, Vishnu, Rao, St. Cuthbert, 

Trithereon, 






Paladine, 

Bahamut, Bane (dead), Myrkul (dead), Bhaal 








(dead), Malar, Torm, Lathander, Garl Glittergold, Moradin, 








Daghdha, Enlil, Utu, Anu, 

Nanna-Sin, Osiris, Horus, Isis, 








Ra, the Slaad Lords, many others

SYMBOL:



A puppet with its head carved open, a brain 

exposed, with 





strings attached to 

the brain leading up to a puppetmaster's 







hands

WOR. ALIGN.:   


LN, LE, NE, CE


All knowledge of the history of this power remains a mystery.  Few, 

if any, deities, (even the most powerful of the ones listed above as his foes 

and allies), even remember he existed.  Zeromus is something of a legend 

among gods, a nightmarish bogeyman of sorts.  The legends range from Zeromus 

being able to brainwash and control the minds and memories of gods (the 

complete lack of knowledge even among the powers of his existence is said to 

be Zeromus's last act of mind control against his fellow gods), to being 

responsible for the origin of the River Styx itself.  Enemies of Ilsenine 

have even suggested that the God Brain is a creation of Zeromus, but this is 

probably a hateful rumor to undermine its worship.  Regardless, Zeromus's 

realm, the Fort of Stolen Memories (no one knows on what plane it used to be 

found), was said to be able to access every stolen memory in the multiverse, 

whether they were stolen by the waters of the Styx or the Lethe, a power, 

magic, psionics, or some other means.

New powerful spell unburied!

Planar Power


 (Alteration, Invocation)

Level: 8

Range: 5 yards per level

Components: V, S, M

Area of Effect: 1 creature

Duration: Special (permanent, if not otherwise noted)

Saving Throw: Neg.

This spell uses the power of the planes themselves to create

various devastating effects. The mage has to burn up one ounce

of the earth (or whatever fits an according plane) of the

chosen plane while slowly singing the spells incantations. He then

blows the resulting smoke in the direction of his victim, which

immediately suffers the spells effects if it doesn't succeed in a

saving throw vs. spells.

Note that the plane's material used for this spell may not be

away from its' "home plane" for more than fifteen days, and if

it's brought to a plane of exactly opposite alignment (i.e. Chaotic

Evil to a Lawful Good plane; thus, all "neutral material" is much

more safer to handle, of course), it can't be used for the spell

anymore. Also, for yet unknown reasons, the spell doesn't work

at all outside the Outer Planes.

A victim always gets one saving throw vs. spells to shake off the

complete effects of the spell. If this fails, other saving throws

might be necessary as described below. The exact effects of the spell

according to the plane the material is used from are:

- - Abyss: The victim's form is horribly altered. If he doesn't

succeed in a saving throw vs. death magic, he dies instantly;

otherwise he grows terrible claws, fangs, burning red eyes, and

such. Movement rate is halfed, and all effects are so horribly

twisted that the victim doesn't earn any positive effects

(like claw instead of fist damage) from this spell. It can

be negated by spells like "polymorph other" or, of course,

by a wish.

Note that tanar'ri are healed 4d4 hit points by this spell.

- - Acheron: The victim will not note any wounds, diseases or

other negative effects at itself for the next 24 hours. It will

somehow feel "dull"; Wisdom is reduced 2 points for these 24

hours, as well. In a usual fight, the victim will fight to death

because it simply doesn't notice it's just getting killed.

- - Arborea: The victim suddenly suffers the effects of a strong

intoxication. Though his strength and constitution rise by one,

his intelligence, wisdom and charisma lower by three points.

The victim will consider most things to be "funny", preferring to

engage in a "lively brawl against that good ol' pit fiend" instead

of running away. Effects last until the victim sleeps for at least

6 hours without break.

Petitioners of Arborea still feel intoxicated, but don't lose

their ability to decide to do whatever they like.

- - Arcadia: The victim simply becomes a perfectionist. He will not

be able to let anything done unfinished. If he drinks a glass

of wine, he will have to make sure even the last drop of wine

is surely emptied out of the glass; if he squashes some flies, he

has to chase these flies until he really squashed the very last

one of them. A new saving throw is granted every time the victim

doesn't succeed in finishing something completely (that is, if

he knows it's definitely not possible anymore to finish it;

otherwise he'll try his best to make it perfect, as said).

- - Baator: The victim burns up in unholy fire and suffers 2d4

points of damage each round. The fire burns the victim to ashes,

except if he or his friends somehow have a possibility to

extinguish magical fire.

Greater Baatezu are immune to this effects; Pit Fiends are

actually healed completely this way.

- - Mt. Celestia: If the victim doesn't succeed in a saving throw

vs. polymorph, it's alignment changes to Lawful. If the

throw failed, another saving throw is needed to see if the

victim becomes Good as well. A carefully worded "Limited Wish"

might return one part of the character's original alignment

(i.e. 2 Limited Wishes are needed to restore it completely).

A petitioner of Mt. Celestia gets immune to any mind control for

the next 24 hours by this effect.

- - Bytopia: The material from this plane has strange effects

in this spell. It doesn't truly alter any victim; instead it

gives the victim the feeling everything's okay, and that's it.

The effect is so small that a victim who sees that NOT everything

is okay can shake away the feeling and go on as usual.

- - Gray Waste: The victim is stripped of all colour. His skin, eyes,

hair, his whole body becomes gray and matt. A limited wish can

give back colour to the victim for one day; only a wish can

permanently cure the lack of colour.

Petitioners of the Gray Waste are immune to this effect. Well,

at least they don't change any bit.

- - Gehenna: Another saving throw, this time against polymorph, is

needed. If it fails, the victim loses understanding of the

concept of mercy. After some time, this has surely effects on

good characters alignment, and a paladin might lose his special

title all too soon...

- - Elysium: The victim becomes pacifistic for 1d10 rounds; all

violence is seen as "horribly wrong". If another saving throw

vs. spells fails, this effect lasts 1d4 days instead.

- - Carceri: The victim is paralyzed for 1d10 rounds. If another

saving throw vs. spells fails, this effect lasts for 1d4 days

instead, probably creating problems with nourishment.

- - Beastlands: A saving throw vs. polymorph decides whether or not

the victim transforms into a natural animal, as chosen by the DM.

This is seen as the true form then, and it can't be "negated".

Of course, another polymorph spell can change the victims shape

again, but the new shape is then seen as an unnatural form.

The mind of the victim is in no way altered by this spell.

Petitioners of the Beastland are immune to this effect and

can see the original form of anyone altered by this spell effect.

- - Limbo: Take the tables for wild magic effects to decide what

exactly happens. If the effect is not permanent, another effect

happens, again thrown on the wild magic effects tables.

Note that all such effects always happen on the caster and only

on him.

Slaadi victims of this spell suddenly understand what exactly will

happen and can decide to send the spell effect to anyone in 10 feet

radius, including the caster (if he's near enough).

- - Mechanus: If the original saving throw failed, the mage can now

give the victim a command (as per the spell) with a length of

one word per level.

Modrons are immune to this spell.

- - Pandemonium: The victim loses one point of wisdom, permanently.

If his wisdom is then lower than 9, a saving throw vs. death

magic is needed to see if the victim develops some kind of insanity,

as chosen by the DM.

- - Ysgard: The victim falls into a berserker rage. He doesn't

use any weapons, spells or such, doesn't parry, and doesn't flee

until the fight is over (if there is no fight up to now, he

starts one). The victim earns one bonus attack per round, though

his THAC0 is lowered by 3 points. The victim isn't really out to

kill anybody, he just wants to fight and doesn't care for the

results.

- - Outlands: The victim has to do one good act for every evil

one he commits (or vice versa), and one chaotic for every lawful

one he commits (or, again, vice versa). This effect lasts at

least one turn, with an additional saving throw every turn. The

saving throw gets easier by one point after every failure.

True Neutral petitioners are immune to this spell effect.

- - Sigil: Recent experiments have created extremely interesting

results with using material components from Sigil. If the material

is taken from somewhere near a gate to some other outer planar

place, it resembles the effects of the according plane. If it's

taken from the surroundings of a faction headquarter, the victim

has to make a saving throw vs. polymorph or take over the

particular faction's beliefs and philosophy. Further experiments

have shown that material from the Lady's Ward seems to be more

indirect, though in the long run more devastating than from

the Lower Ward. Material from the Hive usually polymorphs the

victim horribly; one extreme case is known whereafter a victim

resembled an ooze elemental. Sometimes, the effect resembles

the normal Outlands effects, though this happens only in "normal"

areas of Sigil not bound to any particular plane, philosophy, or

whatever.

In 10 feet radius around all Dabus, this spell effects are

negated (while casting; a permanent spell effect isn't negated

near a dabus after the casting).

Gehenna: The basics of treachery
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Doctrine of malicious intent

It's hard to imagine what runs through the minds of the Yugoloths. For a

race to claim they are originally from the Gray waste that left in a mass

exodus for Gehenna boggles the mind. For a race that honors cunning and

deception above all else, one must wonder about their motivations. What

would drive an entire race off of their native plane, or did they really

come from the Waste?

The Yugoloths wear masks upon masks. Their history claims they are without

taint of law or chaos. They claim the Heart of Darkness purged them of

these taints. Why then, have they chosen to live on a plane just this shy

of law? From what I've uncovered, it has to do with the tests that Gehenna

poses to the mind mesh so well with their own philosophy.

The Yugoloths, unlike most petitioners of Gehenna, hold power over various

groups. However, it is the subtlety in which the Yugoloths keep their power

and the secrecy in which they manage it. As with the petitioners of

Gehenna, the Yugoloths strive to increase their power to lofty heights.

Gehenna's supreme law is embodied in the Yugoloth society.

The doctrine of the Yugoloth involves using a facade of deceptive

innocence. The psychological feint employed by the Yugoloths has a similar

effect as the Baatezu warfare tactics of presenting weakness where they are

strong. The power of the Yugoloths comes from their cunning and established

reputations. The Yugoloths don't waste their time trying to run things from

the front. Instead, they work behind the scenes, quietly manipulating those

who've willingly signed a contract with a Yugoloth.

It should be of little surprise then that work with well-conceived plans

bet through their own actions or those they control. The Yugoloths have

orchestrated the Blood War to suit their own ends. As of yet, no one but

the Ultraloths know what that goal might be. The strings are invisible.

Nevertheless, they are there.


Free will does not exist. Gehenna lets the illusion persist to ween out

the weak. Here, you dominate or someone dominates you. The ways of the

Yugoloths play upon this concept. No matter the situation, the Yugoloths

always seem to come out on top. My advice for anyone looking to go to

Gehenna: take everything you need to last your trip; conduct your business

and get out.

Neci Perterke, Shaper 2.

Gehenna: The perfection of misinformation
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Deception through language

The petitioners of Gehenna are notorious for their use of language to twist

words and deeds. The Yugoloths are no exception to this. They use language

to confound their agreements and to confuse their victims. When dealing

with the Yugoloths, it's best to remember that they will worm their way out

of any deal they no longer find useful for them. However, they will do it

in a way as to make you feel like you're the one who broke the contract.

The Yugoloths are vicious and notorious for allowing their victims to cause

their own demise. They see it as inconsequential that mortals would be

foolish enough to fall victim to their own devices. At the same time, the

Yugoloths are poised, as always, to control the victim's future through

misinforming them on the true nature of their requests and withholding

vital information that can save the berk's life. 

Any cutter worth his salt will avoid dealing with Yugoloths, including dead

ones. The Yugoloths are in some ways more dangerous than the Baatezu or the

Tanar'ri. It would behoove anyone to keep their distance from the Yugoloths

as all costs. Unless, you are looking for lies, webs of intrigue and the

eventual destruction of your body, mind & soul.

It is best to keep in mind that if you must deal with a Yugoloth, try to do

so on the best terms you can. As with the Baatezu, contracts must be as

legally binding as possible for them to insure your safety. Where the

Baatezu are straightforward with their contracts, the Yugoloths have an

ungodly number of stipulations hidden in the wording of their contracts.

I'd suggest having a pit fiend moderate the proceedings for you, but then

again, who knows how many Yugoloths are pulling his strings.

That's the problem with the Yugoloths, their contracts and their manner of

speech. All are designed to make you do something you don't want to do. At

the same time, their manner of speech is compelling and somehow it seems to

be quite logical at times. This is one of the hidden powers of the

Yugoloths. They can place a spin on facts in just the right way to make

even the greatest of intentions by a deva look diabolical.

The Yugoloths will make you corrupt your own soul. They will tell you the

things you want to hear and feed you the information you want. However,

they will only do so in just the right amounts of lies and truth to make

you believe. If you ask a Yugoloth to tell you the truth, the whole truth,

and nothing but the truth, you may end up with three different stories. The

convolution of the words is just the beginning, I'm afraid.

Neci Perterke, Shaper 2.

The Gray Waste: The power of monotony
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         Psychology/Sociology Section

For: Chief Engineer

Subject: The fatiguing of the mind.

I am unaware as to how to approach this aspect of the Waste's state of

mind. Let me therefore begin by reiterating that the Wastes drain you. The

process which drains a berk of all of her dreams and desires is one I have

yet uncovered. As there are no clear-cut laws of nature or otherwise, it is

hard enough to determine anything close to rhyme or reason.

One thing I have learned is that there is no cause for effect. When on the

Gray Waste, keep in mind that events take place because they must. And, as

if spoken by a Sensate, all feel pain and suffering here because they must.

The plane wills it. Fore being obstinate and having the power of will, the

plane deems you must suffer.

Now, just because there's no rhyme nor reason for things to take place

doesn't mean a cutter should think that things happen at random. No, it is

best for a cutter to keep an open mind. It serves a blood well to enter the

Glooms with the state of mind that remains open. Accept that evil acts will

happen without reading into them. True insight comes to a canny berk when

in this state.

However, most visitors to the Wastes tend to expect evil at all times.

These unfortunate souls are usually the first to go. Those who come with

compassion in their hearts are normally the first to despair. The tighter

you hold to your beliefs, the faster you will lose them. The ones who've

had their minds spent are the ones who failed to distance their dreams from

their thoughts.

To survive the Wastes, one must distance themselves from all they love. The

only safeguard against the apathy of this plane is to set up a shell around

one's mind. The ability to bottle up one's emotions as well as clinging to

your own strength of will is what will allow you to survive. Act like the

plane has drained you or it will break you down. Once this plane

successfully taxes your mind, you open it to be drained at the plane's

leisure and your own expense.

Marva Varushka, Shaper 1.

Carceri: The death of hope
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Overview of Carceri's mental state

At first glance, it may see a bit strange for the greatest prison in the

multiverse to be snuggled so close to the chaotic side of the Great Ring.

But that's the nature of Carceri. Treachery is customary here. Everyone

confined to the Great Cage compulsively lies. they never tell the truth,

but believing that that's all they do will land a berk in the dead book

faster than anything else.

Animosity burns so bright in Carceri, the orbs glow. They burn with the

hatred of innumerable years. the dull hatred of the self-loathing of the

petitioners burns low. you can see the simmering of the anger in

everything. The leaves of the plants are either razor-sharp or drip with

poison. The poison of the acid-laced words of the prisoners are nearly as

strong as the poisons of the plane.

The petitioners of Carceri are all treasonous souls who have turned stag on

their own. Carceri in some ways resembles Gehenna in a twisted mirror. Both

planes stress the importance of masks. Both stress power of will and

dominance. However, as the difference between the Yugoloths and Carcerian

petitioners is in the way they wear their masks.

Where the Yugoloths attempt to gain power with unmatched subtlety, but

somewhat predictably, the prisoners of Carceri lie and deceive because they

are traitors at heart. They are looking for a way out, but can't stop

hating themselves long enough to realize they can get out easier than they

believe. Schadenfreude rules the corrupted hearts of the petitioners. They

are so busy deriving pleasure from the misery of others to focus on the way

out.

Schadenfreude has twisted their already corrupt hearts. Everyone confined

to this brutal plane want to cause you to suffer worse than they do. the

matter isn't open to interpretation, it's just the way of things here. This

plane is nearly as cruel as the Grey Waste. It's comparable in that the

Wastes leave you with nothing so you fell nothing. The Red Prison makes you

fell like you are nothing, causing you not to care.

Dorjan Konstanzius, Shaper 3

Baator: The perfection of tactics
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Baatezu military protocol

The Baatezu do not spend much of their time focused on war. As they enjoy

politics for the sake of politics, they have devised a system to govern

their military as well. The stratagems used by the Baatezu reflect their

society and their desire to conquer the mind before conquering the body.

As they have come to learn over their long existence, the mind is the key

concept in all things. If the mind believes it cannot win, then it will

make itself loose. If the mind believes what a Baatezu has to tell it, then

it will believe it based upon the strong rational arguments the Baatezu

makes. If the mind is defeated, the body will not fight.

The tenants of the Baatezu military protocol should more correctly be

termed the Baatezu Protocol as it covers all aspects of their culture.

Baatezu are mind masters through their extensive training and the cunning

they must show in order to be promoted. To this end, they must learn how to

cause pain. Baatezu are aware of various levels and types of pain and must

master each. These pains are what truly make the Baatezu so horrid.

The lower-ranking members of the hierarchy enjoy causing the pains of the

flesh because that is all they have mastered. On the other hand, the

high-ranking members enjoy causing the pains of the mind because the damage

done to a psyche is more powerful than that done to the flesh. These

Baatezu have learned the subtleties that allow them to cause severe damage

to one's psyche without breaking it - at least not at first.

Knowing that disobedience to a high-ranking member of the hierarchy will

result in pain and punishment, the Baatezu do as they are told to avoid

having pain inflicted upon them. 'Course, disobedience done artfully enough

will get one of these poor sods promoted causes them to go out of their way

to do whatever they can to get one over on their superiors that they see

their suffering as the price they must pay for promotion.

On the battlefield, the tenants of the Baatezu Protocol governs their

fighting style. Since the Blood War is for the control of all that is evil,

the Baatezu have a law some say is as old as the Dark Eight. This Protocol

states that "no Baatezu shall attack another during a period of contention

under threat of pain and punishment of the highest order." Some have taken

this to mean that even a pit fiend attacking another pit fiend on the field

of battle can result in being demoted to a lemure for either if it can be

proven that one or the other was attempting to subvert their "great cause."

The Baatezu Protocols are something I have yet to glimpse. I can guarantee

that each Protocol has its own volume unto itself. The Baatezu are nothing

if not thorough. As the Baatezu Protocols are to govern their society

without question, they have had to write extensively to cover any possible

loopholes that might have occurred due to the attempts some have taken in

order to get out from under their superiors.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.

Baator: The deception of the masses
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Sweetened poison

"And the taste of their poisonous words was honey sweet to the tongues of

their ears. When they had fully given themselves over to the foul beasts of

that netherworld they called their home, the beasts wreaked foul havoc upon

our world until the gods answered our prayers to stop their foul schemes.

The heavens opened up and poured forth our salvation as the holy forces of

light streaked down from their astral homes and waged a great and terrible

war. The beasts were forced to retreat back to their home realm. They did

not leave without the spoils they had gleaned from our world. Nor did they

leave without the traitors who gave themselves over to their schemes. And

so they descended to the realm of the Nine Pits, The Nine Hells, that

infernal realm the beasts called Baator. The forces of light sealed up

their entryway into this world and rended their power here asunder."


-From the book Historia Terra Nefarius Extricabis viae Celsetia, a holy

text of the prime world Siritidius

From time immemorial, the Baatezu have used their extensive knowledge of

psychology and politics to manipulate the mortals of the Prime. They have

conquered numerous worlds as well as individuals throughout the multiverse

in order to increase their power base. If the histories of the Baatezu are

correct about the River Styx being at one point on the edge of Avernus when

it now runs through the center of the layer servers as any indication, they

have an amazing and frightening success rate.

The deceptions of the Baatezu know no limits. Whatever the cost, if it will

increase their power, the Baatezu will fight for it. Countless worlds in

the Prime lay dead in their wake while at least a million are theirs to toy

with. Those dead worlds are a testament to the extent the Baatezu will

destroy all opposition. Either the Tanar'ri or the Celestials fought them

on those dead worlds, that much can be inferred.

The worlds in their grip are more like farms where the Baatezu cultivate

the mortals and twist them into evil images of themselves. It would not

come to me as a shock if the Baatezu have set themselves up as gods on

these worlds. Another thing I can see in these twisted worlds are whole

speljamming armadas they use to keep these worlds from being liberated by

their enemies and to extend their sphere of influence farther if possible.

The Baatezu more than likely use their erinyes caste as the face they first

present to these Prime worlds. The erinyes appeal to the males of the

worlds the most. This is the stratagem the Baatezu have come to depend upon

since their studies have led them to the conclusion that the majority of

the worlds are patriarchal. Those few matriarchal worlds do have "male"

erinyes who come to seduce the female populace. The normal tactic of the

Baatezu is to send one of each as a pair to the worlds they look forward to

conquer.

Each erinyes works to corrupt the sexes and twist them to Baatezu

standards. Once they feel the world is ripe for the taking, they call in

their forces slowly. These Baatezu stay hidden in reserve until the time is

right to for them take over the whole corruption operation. Normally this

takes place when the subverted mortals start catching on to the schemes of

the Baatezu.

The words of the Baatezu start out like honey. They taste sweet to the id.

Soon, the ego is also pleased by their sweet taste. The sweet taste rots

the superego as the mortal becomes more ensnared in their vices the Baatezu

lead them into. As with the sweet taste of victory, it soon turns into the

bitter taste of ashes in their mouths as they watch their former lives

smolder as the cinders of those lives rain down on them. 

If this is not enough to keep a berk from cutting deals with the Baatezu,

not even the rotting diseases of the Wastes can save them from their just

desserts.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.

Baator: The war effort
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Baatezu military structure

When the Baatorian armies march off to fight another Blood War battle, they

bolster their ranks with mercenaries and slaves. Supply trains for these

forces are controlled directly by the pit fiends in charge of the whole

operation. Slaves and mercenaries help build defenses and add flexibility

to the Baatezu lines.

Larvae serve as foodstuff. When the slaves become too much of a liability,

they too serve as food. Mercenaries are rarely used in such a manner as

they are too valuable as diversion forces. However, this doesn't mean they

won't be eaten.

The Baatezu are primarily an infantry-based force. With their innate

abilities to teleport and the like, they have no need for cavalry. Baatezu

have few support elements since every task they need to accomplish can be

done by lemures most of the time. However, they learned by observing the

Acherionian armies that a few support troops are necessary.

The few Baatezu who have specialized in such areas are highly prized for

their ability to help shift battles into the Baatezu's favor. These Baatezu

are normally pit fiends or gelugons. When tasked, they take with them a

force of lemures and abashi to carry out their mission. Lemures serve

little else than as buffers while the abashi do the actual labor.

The military machine of the Baatezu is structured like their politics. The

position is the power. If someone else can do the job more effectively,

they will replace the current Baatezu holding the position. Due to the high

mortality rate of the Blood War, ambitious Baatezu see it as a way to

quickly advance in rank by killing their leaders.

Now, this may seem to be a recant, but keep in mind that stipulations in

the laws exist. Baatezu who leave themselves exposed to attack deserve what

comes to them.

These members are seen as weak links to the society and are dealt with

harshly. All a subordinate needs to do is prove their superior was unfit

for their station.

The body politic of the military survives through its judicial system which

scrutinizes everything. The overall effect creates unit cohesion and allows

the army to take the field and fight unimpeded by the political

maneuverings of the upper echelons. The psychological prowess of the

Baatezu is their real key to victory.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.

Baator: The bureaucratic departments
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Baatezu council structure

As with all political structures, there's some level of bureaucratic

problems. This holds equally true for the Baatezu as it does for any mortal

realm. However, the Baatezu like it this way. The more bureaus there are,

the happier they seem to be.

The most famous of the departments in the great political circus of the

Baatezu are the Dark Eight's war council and the Department of Human

Affairs. These two departments are but just two of the many coordinating

command units that the Baatezu employ to direct their schemes. Each

department in its own right employs hundreds of Baatezu in one fashion or

another.

Most of the departments are headquartered in the Iron City of Dis. The only

exceptions to this rule are the War Council of the Dark Eight (rumor says

they hold council in Nessus) and the Department of Education (located in

Grenpoli). The reason for this stems from the fact that the Iron City is

the largest concentration of Baatezu in all of the Nine.

Some of the most important departments in the Baatezu infrastructure are:

Department of Weights and Measures - sets currency and weight values

Department of Commerce - gives licenses and permits to merchants allowing

them to conduct business safely in Baator

Department of Justice - prosecutes all lawbreakers (to include contracts)

Department of Legislature - defines and keeps the laws of Baator

Department of Logistics - oversees the use of resources and supplies the

armies

These are but a few of the hundreds of bureaus that define Baatezu society.

There are even departments devoted to entertainment and music. Some say

there are departments that focus on the recruitment and advancement of

Baatezu and mortals who are "accepted" as members of the Baatezu race.

There is no end or limit to the various departments of the Baatezu

government. The only thing that limits each department is their competition

between similar offices.

The challenge the Baatezu enjoy is trying to control two offices at once,

or just attempting to rise through the ranks with so much opposition around

them. It is this opposition and the hundreds of departments that allow the

Baatezu to weed out the weak of their race. In the end, only the most daft

and cunning Baatezu will make it to the rank of pit fiend.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2.

The Abyss: The death of morality
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For: Chief Engineer

Subject: Overview of the Abyss' mental state

"One man's heaven is another man's hell," as the saying goes. This

describes the Abyss better than any other description I've ever heard. Of

all the Lower Planes, none are as comparable to the maliciousness spawned

here. Violence and brutality are mere corners on the cornerstone of the way

of life here.

There are no such things as limits here. The plane manifests that through

its infinite layers. Everything you expect to find here is within reach.

Then again, so are the nightmares you didn't expect. All of the writings my

colleges have submitted can't prepare you for the vileness of this plane.

Nothing lasts in the Abyss. The ever-changing nature of this plane won't

permit it. Pleasures, tortures, and rulership, over time, none of these

things have much meaning. Only the Abyssal Lords, those Tanar'ri of immense

power, can withstand the constant shifting of their Layers, if they can

keep their power that is.

The horrors of this plane are too numerous to describe. To quote the

Sensates: "To understand, you must experience it." Sadly, it's not far from

the truth. The flavor the hour will remain in vogue for as long as it holds

the attention of the Tanar'ri captivated by it. Beyond that, if the

Tanar'ri cannot conceive of any other twisted pleasures, they will discard

the object as callously as a child would a broken toy.

This assignment may take some time before it is finished due to the

unquantified data available as well as the exacting nature of this

assignment. For these and other reasons, I shall await you instruction in

Plague-Mort.

Hypatia Anaxarete, Shaper 3.

Bariaur NPC: Saldrin Thanol


As usual, let me know what you think...

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Saldrin Thanol

Amid the philosophers, religious zealots and crazed barmies, Saldrin Thanol

teaches the ancient bariaur ways. When first arriving in Sigil, Saldrin

discovered that most of the bariaur locals knew nothing of their rich

heritage. These “longhooves” as they are called, due to their untrimmed

hooves, are usually ignorant of bariaur language, customs, and religion. To

a visiting bariaur, this is not only shameful, but deeply saddening.

Saldrin decided to change this by teaching bariaur culture and language at

Tale of the Bariaur, a small shop front near The Golden Bariaur Inn. Most

know Tale of the Bariaur simply as “The Tale.” Here Saldrin uses her

training as a mystic to teach bariaur culture in an interchange of ideas.

Being a mystic, Saldrin is legitimately interested in learning about other

cultures and traditions, and bariaur, nomadic and gregarious by nature, are

eager to share their experiences on the planes.

Most bariaur in Sigil first encounter The Tale when they’re invited to a

Sheka Ceremony. Usually another bariaur will walk up to them in the street

and comment on their overgrown hooves. Then the stranger will hand them a

colored flyer, inviting them to a free trimming at The Tale. The trimming,

of course, is the sacred Sheka ceremony. It’s an intensely intimate event

that occurs once a month and is presided over by a bariaur priest. Most

bariaur who go through the ceremonies return for the next. A few grow

curious about their culture and return the next day to learn more.

The dialogue at The Tale is quite popular with bariaur and non-bariaur. Not

only do participants learn of bariaur culture, they also learn the latest

planar chant fresh from the planes. It seems there’s a certain level of

comfort and trust at Tale of the Bariaur that one usually finds only within

the factions.

This has not gone unnoticed. There are several groups that would like Tale

of the Bariaur to close their doors. It’s rumored that some factions,

including the Harmonium and Doomguard, feel that Tale of the Bariaur is

acting as a new faction. The Harmonium are concerned about disorder that

might be caused by such a change, and they’re generally nervous whenever

groups of bariaur gather in one location, as most are “bleedin’

troublemaking Indeps” as one was reported to have said. The Doomguard don’t

care about disorder, but they believe that bariaur culture, like most

cultures, have become irrelevant. The last thing a Doomguard wants is a

cultural revival, or a revival of anything for that matter.

Another group rumored to be against The Tale is The Bariaur Liberation Army

. This is a loosely knit group of radical female bariaur who don’t want

their males going back to traditional values. Traditional values have never

worked in favor of most does, and this group believes their male brethren

are likely to subjugate them if given the chance. Saldrin wishes to speak

with their leader, Beckra, to explain the joy of being a traditional doe,

but so far she’s been denied a meeting. The BLA may have a point, however,

for as dangerous as Sigil may be, it’s still egalitarian compared to

traditional bariaur flocks.  BLA members call out "bla" to each other when

passing in the streets as a sign of solidarity.

Finally, there are rumors that agents of The Lady herself have investigated

Tale of the Bariaur. Most students at The Tale belong to a faction, so

there’s questions of whether their faction allegiances are being undermined

by teachings at The Tale. Some bariaur, due to their newfound cultural

beliefs, have gained abilities normally associated with bariaur flocks on

Ysgard (often at the expense of loosing their special faction abilities).

For example, some Sigil bariaur can now travel from plane to plane at will

on Ysgard.  Belief is power, and new powers are not welcome in The Cage. As

most bariaur who become fervently “re-acculturated” leave The Cage for

Ysgard or The Outlands, many don’t fear that they will form their own

group.  Also, since bariaur tend to belong to the Indeps, Anarchists and

other troublesome factions, it might actually be desirable to have their

minds focused on something other than independence and anarchy.

Countering the naysayers are various higher up bariaur faction members from

The Sensates, Signers and Ciphers. These bariaur see The Tale as a great

way to meet other bariaur cutters, especially those of the opposite sex,

and as a safe and normal way to learn of ones heritage. Many of these

bariaur wish to instill bariaur values and culture into their children, yet

they know almost nothing about their backgrounds. Soon, according to

Saldrin, there will be children’s courses in bariaur culture.

Saldrin herself hails from The Outlands, near Glorium. She fled her

homeland when beholders invaded the Glorium region. Her father, Jek Thanol,

is leader of the local bariaur flock. Saldrin has vowed to return one day

to liberate her people.

Until then, Saldrin follows her calling as a mystic, travelling from plane

to plane and learning of new cultures. So far she’s traveled to The

Elemental Plane of Fire, The Astral Plane, Arcadia and several others she’s

not sure of. Her flock is relatively conservative, so you’ll never hear her

speaking of her other talents, that of mindbender. Psionics and magic were

not allowed in her flock, so if asked, Saldrin simply identifies herself as

a simple mystic. Besides desiring to liberate her people, as a mystic,

Saldrin also can’t wait to teach them of what she’s learned on her travels

through the planes.

Saldrin is of average looks. The first thing one notices about Saldrin is

her complete lack of hair. This occurred during a purification process

while travelling the planes. She usually makes up for her unusual

appearance by wearing clothes on her back and a stylish beret on her head.

She wears no armor and does not carry a weapon, a trait of her mystic

beliefs.

The 5 Peels of the Sigil Tout


Even the most clueless of primes has heard horror stories of berks being

peeled in Sigil. With these stories fresh in their minds, new visitors

often step through portals into The Cage with weapons drawn, plate mail

securely fastened, and spells loose on the tongue. Many a prime has lost

his life in these first few moments, but most are simply stared at until

they stand down from their “dungeon stances.”

Other clueless, slightly more knowledgeable than the first type, stiffly

walk in “marching order” through the wards. Yes, the dwarf and halfling in

the front ranks can wield their axes and short swords, the elf and human

archers can shoot their short bows over the dwarves, and the spellslinger

and priest of Cuthbert are quite adept at casting magic missile and flame

strike around the intricately timed prostrate archers, but they all fail

when it comes to making a good impression in Sigil.

Before getting into the five ways a tout can peel a prime, let me first

elaborate on three important rules of thumb when arriving in Sigil.

Rule number one when arriving in Sigil is to relax! Although the clueless

who flash their gold may eventually end up in a pile in a back alley, for

the most part Sigilians want to take your money with a smile. There are

enough services and goods for the newly arrived to go around. Cutting

throats and dungeon-style combat are illegal, often lethal for one or both

parties, and most importantly, it’s bad for business.

When it comes to business, the first person, or more accurately, the first

group that the clueless encounter are the touts.  The tout often plays the

role of tour guide, transport service, intermediary, money changer, and

even pimp. Touts appear, seemingly through magic,  with the arrival of new

primes. They can spot a new prime blocks away and they have a canny

intuitiveness that allows them to seemingly read the mind of the new

arrival, sometimes offering services that the prime didn’t even know he

needed. This is why we have rule number two.

Rule number two is to arrange to meet someone before arriving in Sigil.

Without such an arrangement, a prime is forced to hire the tout. Touts will

find bedding for a weary traveler, suggest restaurants and taverns, provide

entertainment of all varieties and generally guide the traveler, but

probably not in ways or directions he wanted. Travelers often find

themselves in restaurants and inns that they had no intention of going to.

This is because the prime has no clue as to the intricate economic

arrangement they have initiated with the tout.

You see, clueless who hire touts mistakenly believe that they are the

customer. Sigil is ripe with belief, and with enough conviction, all but

one may someday come true. That one lost and worthless belief is that the

tout works for the berk who hired him.  You see, in reality the real

customer is the innkeeper, the barkeep, the bribed guard in government

buildings, money changers, prostitutes, you name it. The jink the clueless

pay the tout is but a small fraction of the real compensation earned by

this enterprising fellow. A good tout is simply one who has enough

connections, that he can satisfy your wishes unobtrusively. Some have

arrangements with every inn in the city. Some can make up arrangements on

the spot, demanding a small finders fee from an innkeeper or barkeep.

This leads us to rule number three: Always arrange your destination and

payment in advance. The prime may wish to stay at The Golden Bariaur Inn,

and might even be shocked to find himself taken there directly. However,

the tout is more likely to tell the prime that the inn is under renovation,

that it’s out of business, or that it’s full. Often these excuses are lies.

If one follows rule number three, the tout knows that you mean business and

is less likely to peel you. For if he can’t scam you, he’ll likely want a

hefty fee for his services. These lies and travel changes lead us to the

first peel of the Sigil tout, called redirection.

REDIRECTION: When it comes to payment, the prime may pay the tout a silver

piece for his efforts, while the innkeeper pays the tout a gold piece for

promoting his business. With such an incentive to bring you places you

don’t want to go, the tout is likely to use a number of strategies to get

you to the new location. First, he may talk down the place in which you

want to go.

For example, on a recent trip to Sigil I heard my tout exclaim, “Ahh yes,

The Golden Bariaur Inn, I remember it when there were no cranium rats

roaming the halls and the bariaur were required to empty their chamber pots

daily instead of weekly.“

Other touts may take the previously mentioned strategy of lying about the

inn, possibly claiming it’s full or out of business. The most base of

touts, who lack the smallest amount of creativity but not greed, may simply

take you to the inn of his choice and demand payment, claiming that this is

indeed the inn you requested.

“No, don’t worry about that sign,” he’ll say, “it’s from a previous

tenant.“ The innkeeper is more than willing to go along with this ruse, as

he gains nothing from seeing you leave. Expect the most inane of

explanations and excuses, since they’ll believe that your head is reeling

from your recent arrival.

THE 80/20 RULE: This peel goes under the theory that the last 20% of a job

takes 80% of the effort. This is the favored peel for the thwarted tout.

For example, you want to be taken to The Golden Bariaur Inn, the tout makes

his attempt at redirection and fails after many attempts. The tout is

forced to take you to your inn, but will receive a measly silver from you

for his efforts. Solution? Dump you near enough to the location without

going through the actual effort of taking you the whole way. He may drop

you off at a sign that says “Golden Bariaur Inn” with an arrow pointing

down an alleyway. The peeler will explain that touts are not allowed to

continue beyond this point and that you are on your own from there. What

you don’t know, is that the inn is still a mile down the street, and that

mile may contain all kinds of dangers for the unwary traveler, such as ooze

puddles, cutthroats, or worse, another tout wanting to peel you on the

20/80 rule, a variant that states that you can often make 80% of your money

on another touts lost 20%.

THE RELATIVE: All long-term encounters with a tout eventually end up with

the relative peel. The friendly tout, who up to this point has been honest

and kind, wishes to introduce you to his family. No, not his wife and kids,

but his uncle perhaps. This uncle just happens to own a carpet shop. This

carpet shop just happens to sell rare Bytopian Shagwells. The shop is

immaculate and upscale, the happy uncle greets his “nephew” with a hug and

you’re promptly served with a cool glass of Dothion Grey Tea. You are

obliged to sit and watch as uncle unfurls his many Shagwells, launching

them with precision from across the room to where they unroll within inches

of your feet. You nod politely, but the 10,000 gp price tag is a little

steep, and besides, where will you store a 10-foot long carpet that weighs

nearly 200 pounds? Uncle has thought of that, as delivery is included in

the price. If you decline, you’re lead out of the shop, but not before

being charged 5gp for that friendly cup what is now described as “rare”

tea.

THE FACTORY: This peel is a soft sell disguised as a tourist attraction.

The uncle who owns the carpet shop employs twenty Bytopian religious

refugees that just happen to be expert carpet weavers. These poor folks,

who simply wanted to express their religious beliefs, have fled to Sigil

for safety from their oppressors. Now they make carpet for uncle, who pays

them a handsome salary, although he can rarely sell their carpets. It’s

charity uncle whispers to you. Maybe you, out of the deer kindness of your

heart, would be willing to buy one of these fine works of art, at only a

fraction of their normal prices. Uncle will unfurl one of their carpets

right after he serves you a cup of tea….

THE HARD SELL: You will simply be taken to a place and given no opportunity

to leave until you perform a certain action, such as looking at jewelry.

This is most often used when hiring horses or palanquins, as the tout has

more control of your movement.  The kickback to the tout in these cases is

so high, that they can afford to trick you or lie to you to get you in the

shop. They are often paid by customer, not by purchase, so attempts at

convincing them that you will never, as long as you live and the cleric can

cast resurrection, even if the gods and The Lady conspire to make it so,

and if all the factions were to come together as one loving group and beg

you -- even then you will not purchase Baatorian lingerie with the built in

girdle of femininity and inverted breast spikes. Never will you ever be

interested in this item you will tell the tout. But it is no use, because

his uncle owns this store and you will offend his entire family if you

refuse, and besides, this lingerie is hand woven by Erinyes who have

recently converted to Odinism and who, for no fee, will model this product

especially for you.  And besides, it will only take a moment of your time.

The Deck of Shis: The Meeting of Divination and High Fashion


As usual, this is just a draft.  Let me know what you think. Interesting?

Amusing?

The Deck of Shis

Jeb'ka sat in her tent, ringing her hands for fear that her love would not

return from the latest battle in the Giant Wars. Her warrior sweetheart had

been gone from the Tradegate Region for nearly a month without word, and

each night Jeb'ka lay awake, unable to sleep. Finally Shel'pa the Shaman

took note of Jeb'ka's worsening condition and brought to her The Deck of

Shis. This small deck of barkskin cards was said to hold the answers to the

multiverse. If interpreted correctly, and the rituals followed, The Deck of

Shis could actually bring about change and prosperity for Jeb'ka and her

flock.

Shel'pa spread the cards out face down in a horizontal line in front of

Jeb'ka. Shel'pa kept her eyes tightly closed and her mind blank while

Jeb'ka drew the first card. Shel'pa did not want to influence the choice by

projecting her thoughts or intentions onto the deck.

This drawing of cards was a tradition within the flock, and Jeb'ka had sat

by countless times while her mother had drawn the cards. Having recently

finished her Yat'ra, coming of age ritual, it was now time for Jeb'ka to

draw the cards. Jeb'ka drew the first card and placed it in front of her.

She let out an audible sigh which alerted Shel'pa that her interpretive

skills were needed.

The card was water, the sign that all will be resolved, over time, with

patience. Shel'pa offered this interpretation to Jeb'ka, letting her know

that the gods and the multiverse had ordained that she must be patient.

Then Jeb'ka drew the second card. It was "coming together!" Yes, assured

Shel'pa, she would be united with her true love if she could simply show

patience in difficult circumstances. Shel'pa was careful not to mention

Jeb'ka's lover by name, for although the mutiverse had spoken that she

would be united with her love, it was never certain that her current lover

was that buck.

The second card, like the others, had various symbols on it. This card had

the bariaur word for "hose" on it, meaning silk stockings that cover the

legs. To actualize her current draw, she would have to wear hose, the type

of hose determined by the next card. The card could very well have been a

number of articles of clothing, jewelry, symbols, pelt markings or even the

card denoting nudity, an ancient bariaur custom to be sure, but one which

was rarely practiced in Jeb'ka's flock.

Finally Jeb'ka drew from the third card. The card was "keeping still."

Jeb'ka was initially puzzled by this draw, but Shel'pa stepped in and

offered an interpretation. This card, according to Shel'pa, meant that

Jeb'ka should undergo calming meditations while she patiently awaited her

reunion with her true love. The modifier on the card was the color gray,

noting that the hose shown on the second card must be gray in color.

Jeb'ka will wear her gray hose until her true love returns, or in the case

of her lover's death, until she finds another who she believes to be her

true love. She will also engage in long periods of intense meditations, and

if her lover fails to return, may even become the flock's next shaman.

Fashion and appearance are vital to bariaur culture, so it is not

surprising that rituals exist to exploit these tendencies. The Deck of Shis

also has the effect of actualizing in the physical world something that has

been discovered in the spiritual world. The wearing of an item is a

reminder of the importance and relevance of bariaur spiritual life and also

has the effect of instilling respect into bariaur. A bariaur would never

make fun of another's appearance, for example, as they may be working

through a draw of the cards in their strange clothing or accessories.

Likewise, a bariaur is taught by the mystics not to judge the beliefs and

thoughts of others, for they too may be a manifestation of the spirit.

To draw your cards from The Deck of Shis, visit:

http://www.bariaur.com/belief/Deckofshis.html

Don't forget your D10.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

New NWPs for Acheron

Group Mind
Cost: 3

Initial Rating: 7



Ability: Wisdom/Intuition


# of Slots: 1
Relevant Ability: Wisdom
Check Modifier: -3

This nonweapon proficiency allows soldiers in the Acheronian armies to meld

their minds into a group collective. While in this state, the unit moves as

a whole. They intuitively know what to do as a collective. The members of

the unit who are in tune with the group collective will perform with

unmatched machined precision. The group collective is extremely hard to

defeat. In order for this nonweapon proficiency to be engaged, a successful

roll must be made. If the unit suffers heavy losses, each member must make

an Ability Check to avoid being routed. Routed members panic and flee in

any direction possible. The danger comes in routed members attacking anyone

and anything in their way.

Military Leadership
Cost: 5

Initial Rating: 4




Ability: Charisma/Leadership


# of Slots: 2
Relevant Ability: Charisma
Check Modifier: -6

Military leadership works to allow a character to lead a military unit. In

addition to leading soldiers, this nonweapon proficiency grants the

character the authority to control the respect of the soldiers below him.

Characters in possession of this nonweapon proficiency to lead military

personnel with efficiency and authority. Soldiers who don't possess this

nonweapon proficiency are willing to follow those who do.

Psychology

Cost: 3

Initial Rating: 5




Ability: Wisdom/Intuition


# of Slots: 1
Relevant Ability: Wisdom
Check Modifier: -4

The psychology nonweapon proficiency allows those who possess it to get

inside someone's head. Through its use, a character can learn how a person

acts and/or how they think. In addition, a character may learn how to make

that person react to them in any way they choose. At least 3 turns must be

spent around the person to be learned in order for this proficiency to be

effective.

Strategy

Cost: 2

Initial Rating: 8




Ability: Intelligence/Knowledge


# of Slots: 1
Relevant Ability: Intelligence
Check Modifier: -1

By use of this nonweapon proficiency, a character is attempting to gain an

edge over an opponent in some fashion or another. While strategy can be

applied to any other proficiency, it is a mode of thought which spurs any

character knowledgeable in it to look for the holes in someone's defenses

as well as the application of obscure bits of knowledge in debate.

Tactics


Cost: 2

Initial Rating: 8




Ability: Intelligence/Knowledge


# of Slots: 1
Relevant Ability: Intelligence
Check Modifier: -2

Tactics is a nonweapon proficiency necessary for any military commander.

Through the use of this proficiency, a character can plan and direct a

battle. Note that successful uses of tactics will come mainly in the

Dungeon Master's advising the player as to whether or not a plan is sound.

The Rena: Spirit Drum of the Outland Bariaur


Bariaur are naturally carefree and gregarious, so it’s no surprise that

they relish the opportunity to create music and celebrate life. Almost

every bariaur knows how to sing and some can play the flute and other

lighter weight instruments, suitable to their nomadic lifestyle. But the

most popular instrument, by far, is the Rena Drum.

The Rena is a special drum made from the stump of a small ash tree.

Stretched across the hollowed-out ash stump is a oiled piece of baku skin,

scavenged from the baku dying grounds on The Outlands. The location of the

baku dying grounds is a well kept secret, in case you were wondering where

the bariaur obtained such priceless treasures. Trafficking in baku skin and

tusks is a crime in most areas of The Outlands, although many turn a blind

eye to the bariaur, who hold the animal with the deepest of respect and

would never actually kill a baku for it’s skin.

Most Rena drums are small. If you were to place your two thumbs and

forefingers together to make a circle, you would have a rough approximation

of the head size. Despite it’s small, the drum has a deep resonation that

travels a surprisingly long distance. Some say this is because of the

"holy" baku skin.  The traditional belief is that the sound of a Rena can

be heard the distance that the former baku could travel in a single day,

roughly 20-25 miles. The sound of some drums, believed to be made from the

skin of younger baku who died in battle, can travel much farther than this,

some claim up to 50 miles.

Another opinion states that the drum’s special properties come from the

wood of the ash tree. The word for ash in bariaur is goga, the root "go" in

this word means power or spirit. So goga literally means spirit wood. There

is little else known of the ash legend, as most shamans tend to believe

that the Rena’s true power lies in its baku skin, rather than the ash stump

(The baku skin is also used by shamans in the making of special Yat’ra

tents, for the female coming of age ritual).

Regardless of how the drum obtained its power, the bariaur hold the Rena in

high regard and treat it with the utmost respect. There’s a bariaur saying

that more than one warrior repeated for me as I examined their drums: "You

can touch a bariaur’s weapon, maybe his sister, but laying a hand on his

Rena will get you the axe ."

Rena drums are used in a variety of settings. The shaman for example, use

the instrument in ceremonies and rituals. Combined with the eerie whines of

the Pared’glin-Beya, a flute made from the bone of the giant ostrich,

According to the shamans, The Rena plays a key role in summonsing the

spirits to action, or possibly banishing those that are evil or need to

find their way in death.

Another important use of the Rena is in battle. It is thought that Shek

himself carried a Rena when he and the entire bariaur race were herded into

slavery by the giants of Jِtunheim. Along The Long March, Shek and his

compatriots sang songs of slavery and liberation, accompanied on the Rena

drum. What the Jِtunheim giants did not know is that the pattern played on

the drum was a code to other bariaur up and down the line of slaves. In

this way, is it thought that the bariaur were able to plan and execute

their escape from the giants with uncanny precision.

The songs from The Long March are still sung today, an eerie reminder that

the price to be paid for freedom is martial vigilance. As a reminder, one

of the holy symbols among Shek’s priests is the Rena. Each carries a small

Rena around his neck of strapped to an arm. Many expert Rena players take

up the worship of Shek in hopes of improving their playing. To this day, a

small prayer to Shek is spoken before first playing the drum:

O hear me Lord Shek

The great liberator

May the patter of this feeble drum

bring you laughter and joy

In modern times, bariaur warriors strap the small drum to one of their arms

as they leave for battle. The drum is later used to communicate

instructions and orders over long distances. A message that would normally

take a strong runner nearly many hours to deliver through hostile enemy

territory, now takes only a few seconds.

Finally, the Rena is also used in casual campfire music sessions.  As in

everything spiritual with the bariaur, the Rena also has it’s mundane,

everyday role to play. It may be a holy item with near divine origins, but

it’s not too good to be played for pure joy and relaxation.  The Rena

prayer to Shek is also meant for the benefit of the flock. As the shaman

says, "may the patter of this feeble drum bring you laughter and joy."

Sagoma: Bariaur Spirit Meditation


This is an excerpt from The Meditations of the Bariaur Masters (

Rapochi-damagami magonapo sagoma), one of the twelve sacred books of the

bariaur shaman. It is taught at Tale of the Bariaur to bariaur shaman

initiates, and is never presented to non-bariaur or non-shamans. In most

tribes, presentation of this material to the wrong parties is a grave

crime, punishable by banishment. This particular excerpt has been reviewed

by our visiting Outland shaman, Dagapa Ralagari, and found safe for use by

initiate shamans. Although this text is presented here by itself, note that

practicing Sagoma is always accompanied by personal instruction.

I. PREREQUISITES FOR SAGOMA MEDITATION

   To practice the bariaur meditation known as Sagoma, it is of the utmost

   importance that you have an authentic bariaur shaman as a teacher. The

   teacher must be trusted and obeyed with all your being, as they are your

   bridge to the spirit world. Sometimes your guide will be a spirit

   animal, but most often it will be a flock’s bariaur shaman.

   In Sagoma it is especially important to trust the shaman, as fear and

   doubt leave you vulnerable to the malevolent forces of the planes. Also,

   where the mystics may believe that logic and discursive thought can

   light the way, the path of the shaman and the teaching of Sagoma require

   intuition and faith in your true nature to accomplish your goals. As

   this is counter-intuitive for most bariaur, it is essential that you

   follow the instructions of the shaman, regardless of how absurd or

   dangerous their guidance may appear.

   Remember that it is the shaman who has made her way through the spirit

   world through the help of her own teacher. The wisdom of the spirit

   world has been transmitted this way since the beginning of time, and it

   is available to you if you meticulously follow the shamans instruction.

II. THE REASON TO PRACTICE SAGOMA MEDITATION

   Everyone has a link to the spirit world and everyone will one day return

   to the world of the spirits. To recognize the spirit world around us,

   while still alive, is the ultimate goal of Sagoma meditation. It allows

   you to gain the wisdom of the past, the advice of departed elders, and

   insight into the spirit. The concept that there is a barrier between the

   world of the corporeal and the world of the spirit is an illusion

   perpetuated through the ignorance of those who deny the importance of

   their own spirit. Sagoma will tear down that barrier, and for those who

   are sincere, there is deep reward.

   Sagoma is also useful when a bariaur senses her impending death.

   Practicing Sagoma for an advanced practitioner nearing death will ensure

   that they successfully travel to the spirit realm without hindrance.

   Finally, Sagoma can be useful in escaping from spirit traps. Malevolent

   planar forces occasionally trap the spirit of their victims, usually in

   gems or inanimate objects. Sagoma meditation will allow a practitioner

   to escape these prisons, although there is no guarantee that a body will

   be readily available.

III. PRELIMINARY PRACTICES OF SAGOMA MEDITATION

   Sagoma meditation involves dropping away the hindering side of our mind.

   This part of your mind deals with negative emotions and thoughts. It

   comes from the bariaur’s more "human" side, called the groma, rather

   than the animal side, the samado. When you leave this body at death, the

   human part of the mind is normally dropped away. There is no incidence

   of it in the spirit world, unless a spirit is in trouble, usually

   because of a violent death that did not allow the being to transition to

   its natural mind-state.

   This loss of groma is why spirits do not fight amongst themselves, argue

   doctrine or attempt to regain their mortal bodies. Of course, in intense

   situations, as noted above, the groma remains with the spirit, causing

   the spirit great harm and bringing disharmony to the multiverse. Certain

   creatures do not have a hindering groma.

   Animals do not have a groma. Animals act in the moment, instinctually to

   every situation. When they die, animals go off into the spirit realm

   unhindered, without clinging to life or rushing to their afterlife.

   For bariaur, and similar creatures, it is necessary to drop off the

   groma upon death. This is a natural process when life ceases, but a

   harrowing and dangerous process when one is still alive.

   We are left with the samado, animal mind when we drop off the groma. The

   spirits are not attracted to the samado, and therefore it is the

   essential state to achieve to avoid complications when visiting the

   spirit realm. To visit the spirit realm while still under the influences

   of the groma is dangerous, as the spirits are reminded of their past

   lives and are attracted to the practitioner or the confused deceased.

   The good spirits wish to embrace the traveler, while the evil ones wish

   to enslave her spirit. In either case, it will hinder your progress and

   in some circumstances, doom your spirit to wander forever.

IV. THE PRELIMINARY PRACTICE

   Some think samado is something that must be achieved or attained, but it

   really much more simple than that. Samado is always there, under the

   negativity of the groma mind. It is like grass being trampled by a

   thousand hooves. Once the hooves are stilled, the grass can spring back

   up. The samado is realized once the groma is quieted.

   The first step in the preliminary practice is called dissolution, or

   Jigepa. In Jigepa, you will focus on the groma. The groma is

   concentrated in the lat’ba, the internal area, located behind where the

   fur and the skin meet at waist level. The breath is used to concentrate

   the energies of the groma into that region. Then the groma energy is

   released, transferring out through the hooves, into the ground, and

   throughout the multiverse.

   The details of this practice are secret, of course, but the above

   example provides the necessary understanding to begin the Jigepa

   practice. Once the dissolution of the groma is complete, the samado is

   left to guide you. The dissolution process is a difficult task that

   takes many years to master. Only the shaman can judge when your groma is

   completely dissolved. At this point, you will be ready for the next

   stage of the meditation.

V. THE PRIMARY PRACTICE

   Once Jigepa is full achieved, and there is the sign that there is no

   turning back, you may begin the primary practice of translocation, or

   Groba. To begin this practice without the guidance of the shaman or

   expertise in Sagoma will mean death to the practitioner, as they will

   not be able to return to their mortal form.

   With Jigepa achieved, and only the pure samado left of our

   consciousness, the practitioner begins the Groba practice. Again, the

   details are secret to protect the unwise, but generally the practitioner

   concentrates on focusing the samado on the top of the head, between the

   horns (or where horns would grow). This area is called the todapa. Once

   the samado is focused on the todapa, the practitioner slowly ejects her

   spirit out the top of her head. The process is gradual, and any attempt

   to stop it in while it occurs usually results in insanity or death to

   the practitioner.

   Groba begins with the translocation of the five senses. The shaman may

   be chanting and you will cease to hear her voice. She may be holding

   your hand, and you cease feeling her touch. You see her standing over

   your straw bedding, and then your vision slowly fades. The smell of the

   barbazu fern incense, sweet and pungent, begins to lose its fragrance as

   your sense of smell diminishes and finally translocates.

   Then you will feel as if you are falling down a deep hole. You will feel

   your body pick up speed and begin to crush, as if the force of a baku

   were being exerted onto your chest. You will feel your flesh burn, as if

   you were on fire, your nose will run and your eyes will water and you

   will feel as if you are drowning in your own fluids. Finally, when you

   feel like you can take it no longer, you will emerge above your

   prostrate body, which, from every indication, is now a corpse.

   At this point you will be in the spirit world, yet you must leave your

   body to progress on your journey. Many bariaur cannot do this. Some

   bariaur are very attached to their body, thinking it beautiful and

   worthy of adornment. These bariaur simply hover over their bodies,

   afraid to leave in case the body is moved or destroyed while they are

   gone. Other bariaur , even advanced shamans, see their body as a

   worthless collection of blood and bones, and decide then and there to

   never return to their body, but instead live in the spirit world.

   Both of these approaches are terribly wrong. The first approach is

   wrong, because the clinging to the body interferes with the

   practitioners travel. If the travel is a visit to the spirit world, the

   visit will be unsuccessful. If the practitioner has indeed died, they

   will be stuck, requiring another shaman to guide them beyond that stage.

   For the shaman who decides never to return, it is a grave error. The

   multiverse has a time and a place for your final dissolution and it is

   to deny everything that a shaman stands for to interrupt this process.

   It is a form of suicide to decide never to return to the body, and it

   must never be done.

VI. THE PRACTICE OF RETURN

   The practice of return, or Lanabey’dapa, is the most difficult aspect of

   Sagoma meditation. Often the practitioner is weakened from their travels

   and experiences, and forget the teachings. Other times, it will be

   necessary to practice Lanabey’dapa on the dead, who the spirits have

   decided has left the physical world too soon.

   In any case, these final teachings are the most secret of the bariaur

   shaman, as they have the potential to be abused in returning deceased

   spirits to the physical world for unnatural purposes.

   To summarize the teachings: the bariaur samado consciousness returns to

   the head of the body, undergoing a painful process of reintegration

   similar to the Groba process in reverse. The four forces of the

   multiverse pummel the practitioner and the senses return to the body.

   Several days of bed rest are usually required after the journey,

   although advanced practitioners sometimes rest for several hours or less

   upon their return. It is generally required that a practitioner report

   her findings and experiences to the council of shamans and the flock

   council upon return.

THE DARK OF BARIAUR SPIRIT MEDITATION

Non-Weapon Proficiency: Bariaur Spirit Meditation

Character Points: 3 Initial Rating: 5 Cost in Slots: 2  Check Modifier: -3

Relevant Ability: Wisdom/Intuition Availability: Priests, Shaman Kits

Spirit Meditation allows the bariaur to practice Sagoma meditation for the

purpose of interacting with the spirit world. This spell enhances regular

priest spells that involve interaction with spirits, allowing the shaman to

triple her effectiveness with the spirit world. For example, casting augury

would allow a third level shaman to act as a ninth level shaman, the

proficiency would allow nine questions rather than three when casting speak

with dead, and it would raise a person who had been dead for 3 days per

level of the shaman rather than 1 day per level.

One special ability gained with this proficiency is the chance to escape

spirit entrapment. Once per week, the shaman may attempt to escape her

spirit prison with a –9 modification to the proficiency check.

Successful use of this proficiency requires a proficiency check. If the

check fails, the spell behaves normally, but the shaman must make a system

shock roll or be lost or otherwise hindered in the spirit world until a

successful proficiency check is made. If the practitioner is practicing

with a shaman master, the master may attempt a proficiency check to assist

the student. Trapped practitioners are allowed to make one check per day,

with a -9 modification to the proficiency check. Bodies of trapped

practitioners will begin to die if not provided sustenance while the

practitioner is trapped.

The priest does not gain any spells with this proficiency, just

enhancements to existing spells.

Praciticing the meditation requires 12 hours without interruption, minus 1

hour for each level of the shaman. A 12th level (or above) shaman can

achieve the necessary meditative state in 3-12 minutes. The effects of the

meditation last for 12 hours, plus 1 hour per level of the shaman.

New chant on the Chaos Engineers


XAOSOLOGISTIA

The Chaos Engineers have established themselves close to the Gatetown of

Limbo: Xaos. They remain far enough away to keep the denizens of Xaos from

growing hostile. Their "kingdom" is little more than a castle, a few farms

and a market square. Most of this is a front, but Xaosologists, are

self-sufficient. They are one of the few sects that are.


Xaosologistia is best described by equating it to an extremely vast

university compound. The "castle" that dominates the center of the realm

serves many functions. It is here that the Chaos Engineers work to advance

their theories while consolidating their power. In this building, the

Xaosologists have worked diligently to build a community where they can

live in relative safety by enacting their own laws to establish their own

sovereignty.

Within the few years they've existed, they have worked feverishly to build

a library that could possibly rival the Guvners' Fortress of Disciplined

Enlightenment. However, given the 900+ years the Fraternity of Order has

been in existence, the Chaos Engineers have a long way to go in order to

even be half the size of the great library of the Guvners. 

The rest of the kingdom is divided into sections that allow the

Xaosologists to grow their own food, have a commercial sector and any other

services you would expect to find in a burg out on the planes. Everything

is owned and operated by the faction. The namers of the sect do the farming

and run the shops.


What's left is the Universitae Xaosologistia. It is the Universitae that

is the heart and soul of the sect's power. All of the research conducted by

the Chaos Engineers is determined here. The Chief Engineer not only leads

the sect, but serves as the Dean of the Universitae. The Foremen, with the

approval of the Chief Engineer, design the curriculum (research projects)

their Department will undertake.


Once approval is assured, the Foremen assign key aspects of the curriculum to their Shapers. Depending on how important the project is, the Shapers may undertake the project themselves, as is the case with the great tomes

detailing the psychological and sociological aspects of each. 


The Shapers report their findings to their Foremen with a copy of their

proposed class schedules. These in turn are submitted to the Chief Engineer

for final approval before the Shapers are allowed to continue. If the

schedules are approved, the Functionaries, under the guidance of the

Shapers, teach key aspects of the researched material to the Namers and

other students who attend the Universitae. The Shapers themselves do not

teach such basic courses. Instead, when they are not in the field

conducting research, they hold seminars and lectures for the upper classes

that have learned the fine points of their previous schedules on the topic

being discussed.

SECT HISTORY


The Chaos Engineers began about twenty-five years ago. Originally, Factol Hashkar set out to make the Engineers a secret section of the Fraternity of

Order whose purpose was to study the effects of chaos on a more intimate

level than most Guvners were willing to accept. Those Guvners who were

becoming disgusted with the rigidity of Mechanus and most Fraternity

methods were selected for their creative natures to be inducted into this

secret section.


Through lack of communication as well as personal reasons, the

Xaosologists have come to think of themselves as an independent group.

Unbeknownst to Hashkar, the Engineers are preparing to secede from the

Order and announce their presence to the Multiverse as a sect to rival the

Guvners.


The attraction of the creativity and laid-back style of this sect has

attracted many members from the chaotic side of the Great Ring. Since they

represent the creative spark of vitality and life, evil creatures are not

accepted into their ranks, nor do they wish to be. The Xaosologists promote

harmony and teamwork as well as the belief that law can mold chaos while

chaos shapes law.


In the few meetings Xaosologists have had with Guvners, both groups have taken an instant dislike with one another. Hashkar has allowed this to

continue due to the secrecy with which he intends to keep concerning the

Engineers.


The Chaos Engineers can trace much of the animosity they feel to the

nonchalant treatment of their group by Hashkar – at least for those few

Xaosologists who know the truth of who they really are. Even they seek to

sever all ties with the Order. They are looking at possibilities to do so

through the Kreigstanz.

Emperor Xan:   Master of Organized Chaos

http://members.tripod.com/~EmperorXan/index.html

http://www.geocities.com/Area51/Quadrant/3239/index.html

Creation Myth


We were the third-born, although we did not know this.  We came from the plane

itself and in it we dwelt, for we, the Tapos were the only inhabitants, and we

did not mind, for we were many and varied.

It was many ages, although time meant nothing to us, before we discovered the

others, the u-Lithy.  We traveled the plane, and at it's edge, although it was

infinite, of course, we discovered the void of possibility.  Beyond the void of

possibility lay the wall of structure, and within the wall of structure lay the

Sphere.  Within the Sphere lived the u-Lithy.  The Tapos and the u-Lithy could

not coexist, for each knew that the other was not the true first-born; our

foolishness was too much.

We fought our war for many ages, athough death had no meaning for us, and time

was but an illusion.

The Tapos scattered the u-Lithy, who fled to the corners of the sphere, the

edges of the world, and the sides of time.  The Tapos then went beyond the edges

of the sphere and into the void of Plausibility, and beyond that to the Place.

Within the Place were the u-Tjin, the true first-born, and they put us in our

place.

We at last comprehended that the Place came first, and through the void of

Plausibility it formed the Sphere, which in turn formed the Plane.  As we raced

back to the Sphere to make our peace with the u-Lithy, we discovered that we

were too late, for the u-Lithy had uncovered our route and had traveled to the

Plane, where they uncovered the clues which lead to the uncovering of the

Library in the Sphere. With the Library the u-Lithy created Death, and Evil,

Good, Law, Chaos, and Neutrality.  They used the Library to fracture the Place

and the Plane, and with them the Tapos and the u-Tjin.  But they then fractured

the Sphere, and the Library was lost . . .

All that remained unfractured were the Voids. 

My aberation causes frequent Abhoration.

The Bazzalisk /

            <//>

It wasn't me, It was the one armed man.

Outland Bariaur Myth)

In the beginning, before the formation of the planes and its denizens,

there was a nest. In this nest were three small, blue eggs. One of these

eggs, known as "Sagonana" (The Creator Egg), cracked open and there

appeared a ball of light against the endless nothingness. The ball of light

exploded into infinite energy, creating an infinite plane of green pastures

and wide rolling hills. This was The Land. There was only this wide

pasture, nothing more. There were no creatures, no belief or emotion, and

all the elements were yet to be formed.

Then the energy created many creatures, among them were Bariaur. There was

a buck named Jek and a doe named Shana. The buck and the doe were very shy

and listless. They hid in a cave and refused to go out and meet the other

creatures of The Land or to explore its many wonders. The other creatures

were just as empty of spirit. They walked around, without emotion, laughter

or joy. This went on for a very long time.

Then the second egg cracked, the one called "Sagosemasa" (The Spirit Egg).

A huge explosion was heard. A ball of light appeared and exploded into

infinite energy, giving each creature a spirit, emotion, and curiosity. The

Bariaur as well as other creatures left their caves or boroughs and pranced

in the fields. They met with the other creatures of The Land and shared

with them their spirit, their joy and their inquisitiveness. There was

happiness, but there was uneasiness, as if something were missing. The

creatures of the planes lacked a sense of purpose.

The third egg cracked, the one called "Sagobalo" (The Reason Egg), and a

huge explosion was heard. A ball of light appeared and exploded into

infinite energy, giving each creature intellect and ideals, a sense of

purpose and a way of life. Finally the beings of The Land were complete.

Yet there were problems. Wars were waged over ideas, new languages emerged

that others could not understand, creatures were murdered for sport or

power, and belief became a way to separate oneself from others rather than

grow closer. This was a terribly destructive period. The Land rejected its

inhabitants and began The Sundering, to protect itself. Parts of the land

began to break off and disappear, along with their inhabitants. The Land

was throwing out those who would destroy it.

Those who believed in law and order found themselves separated into a land

more appealing to their beliefs, a land ordered and regimented to meet

their requirements. Those who believed that life was an individual struggle

of power and strength found a land that fit their needs, where only the

strong survived. In this way, the various planes were formed based on the

beliefs of its inhabitants. Even now, The Land will reject those with

strong beliefs, pushing them into other planes of existence.

In the end, only a small area of The Land was available, dedicated to those

who chose balance between the various beliefs, and also as a place for the

other groups to one day return and reconcile their differences. To this

day, The Land is called The Outlands, in reference to The Sundering, the

throwing "out" of its creatures.

The Bariaur were scattered in this way, like the other races. However, the

Bariaur, having begun in the center of The Land, near the nest of the three

eggs, received the most pure and uncorrupted energy of all the creatures.

Therefore, the Bariaur tended towards purity and yearned to live in

environments similar to The Land before The Sundering. Because of this,

most Bariaur still live in The Outlands and in similar places of the Upper

Planes. The Bariaur language is believed to be that spoken before The

Sundering by all creatures, and is a holy language.

Bariaur show their thanks and respect for the forces represented in each

egg by respecting their language. Most importantly, Bariaur show their

respect through their form of worship. The shamans, highly attuned to

nature and its forces, represent the energies of The Creator Egg. The

priests, who worship the Bariaur powers -- those who give us our ideals and

goals in life, represent the energies of the Spirit Egg. The mystics,

devoted to discovering the core truth of each creatures beliefs, represent

the energies of The Reason Egg.

When any of these three aspects of Bariaur belief are weak or lacking, the

flock suffers, and the Bariaur resemble creatures before The Hatching. When

the shamans are weak, the land suffers and the Bariaur grow sick. When the

mystics are weak, the Bariaur become ignorant, and find themselves

unprepared for the outside world. When the priests are weak, the Bariaur

lack a sense of spirit and find themselves dispersed and unable to come

together. All three groups believe that through balance, the Bariaur can

find true happiness.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Why faction philosophy?



Unfortunately, I can't find the exact quote I was responding to.  It was

something along the lines of "real world philosophies are based upon

empirical/observed/proveable experiences, the factions are not".  I beg to

differ.  All of the faction's beliefs are based upon observable

experiences - within the game setting.

ATHAR - "The Powers are not Gods - there aren't any such thing."


This faction has two big observable things going for them in their

denial of the divine.  First, the so-called gods can die.  If gods are

supposed to be all-powerful and eternal, then how come we've got all these

corpses in the Astral?  Thus, the Powers aren't gods.  Also, the Athar

have surely found and verified the various stories of mortals becoming

these so-called gods.  Most recently, we have the afteraffects from the

Time of Troubles on Toril (FR setting).  Also, we've had at least two

demipowers come from mortal stock on Oearth (GH setting).  Again, if gods

are supposed to be eternal, how are we able to pinpoint a beginning of

existance for them?

GODSMEN - "The point of life is to evolve/ascend/become better."


Again, there are numerous observable examples to support this

philosophy.  First, we've got part of the Athar's argument - mortals can

become Powers.  So, there's obviously a place to ascend to.  Second, and

perhaps more importantly since it occurs more often, each and every single

one of the true planeborn races (Baatezu, Tanar'ri, Archons, Guardinals)

can evolve to become a more powerful member of its species.  Since those

beings made of the planes are driven to ascend, why not we?

[Given the dual use of the mortals-to-powers, I personally say that the

Athar were originally a splinter group of the Godsmen.  Their beliefs are

very similar, save that the Athar are a bit more narrow and are looking at

the symptoms rather than the disease.  Thus, if I run Faction War, I'm

going to have these two groups unite.]

BLEAKERS - "There is no point/meaning on the outside.  Look inside."


This faction's concrete example is all of the other faction's

concrete examples.  With all those different "one true meanings" out

there, something is seriously wrong with something.  Either none of them

are true, or all of them are true, or perhaps only some of them are true.

And, across the planes, you've got tons of places which break all known

laws and rules and don't make sense.  Overall, ignore everything.  It

doesn't matter what happens around you, as long as YOU are still here.

So, just worry about yourself and tell the rest to go pike itself.

[This can also be viewed as being very close to the Indep and Chaosman

philosophies.  The differences lie in that the Indeps keep the hope that

something will make sense eventually, while the Xaositects simply enjoy

the fact that nothing makes sense but don't look any deeper.]

DOOMGUARD - "The point is to decay."


This is the easiest belief to find concrete examples for.  Just

look around you.  Rivers eat away at their banks; wind wears away at

stone; wood rots; food gets moldy and rots away.  Everywhere you look,

things are dying and decaying and being destroyed.  So, why fight it?

[The DG and the Dustmen are thus very close together.  However, the DG

focus more on the process of dying, rather than the end state of death.]

DUSTMEN - "We're all dead.  We just have to wake up and realize it."


The first half of the statement is supported by the Doomguard

examples of the Fundamental Truth.  The point of things seems to be to

decay and die.  The second half is a bit tricker to find evidence of, but

it's there.  First proof, petitioners.  People die, then become

petitioners.  But then petitioners "die" - either by becoming part of the

plane, or becoming one of the planeborn races.  The evolution of these

races into higher forms can also be viewed as a type of death.  The shakey

part here, like most factiions, is that they can't point to an example of

their ultimate goal.  (What is the True Death?)

FATED - "Take what you deserve.  He who dies with the most toys wins."


This is probably one of the shakiest philosophies.  They, like

many of the other factions, can point to the planborn and their ability to

ascend to higher and more powerful forms.  They can also point to nature

and show that in nearly all cases, animal groups are led by Alphas who

fought their way to that status and maintain it by jealously guarding

their position and power.  They might also be big supporters of the

"divine right of kings" theory.  At least, this all of their pre-Faction

War truths.


After FW, their shift to a "Take what you get" philosophy has a

better chance of standing up to the Fundamental Truth test.  There are

many more examples of beings succeeding with only what they have, rather

than constantly scrabbling to get more.  [This is why I'm going to have

them merge with the Ring Givers in my post-FW game.]

GUVNERS - "Everything follows Laws.  Know the Laws and you'll know Truth."


As stated earlier, this faction does have a lot of concrete proof

for their beliefs.  (Heck, that's part of what they're all about in the

first place.)  All of their higher level members have the ability to

manipulate the laws of the multiverse via loopholes.  At least one Factol

has discovered the ultimate Truth/Axiom and transcended.  Cause-and-effect

also goes a long way towards providing a foundation.

INDEPS - "Keep your options open.  No one can tell me what to do."


As I said earlier, their fundatmental truth is similar to the

Bleakers - there are so many conflicting truths out there, how do you know

which one is right?  In order to not be wrong and potentially get in

trouble should you actually encounter the Truth, it's best to keep an open

mind and evaluate things one at a time on how they feel to you.  This

could be viewed as either believing in everything or nothing.  Either way,

it's more positive than the Bleakers since there's still hope.

[The Chamelon sect is most likely a splinter group of the Indeps.  Whereas

the Indeps believe in everything (at some level), so do the Converts -

save that they do it wholeheartedly for one thing at a time.]

HARMONIUM - "Things are better when we work together."


Granted, they're a touch more militant about it than my

simplification seems.  But their proof is that they are right.  When

beings cooperate and work for the good of all, things get better for

everyone in the group.  The problem lies in the fact that they can't

conceive of the possibility that there can be multiple groups of

harmonious beings - for them, there can be only one.

MERCYKILLERS - "...and Justice for all."


These guys are most likely in the same boat as the Fated in that

their philosophy is more artifical than most.  Their core belief is one

for an ideal world (no crime goes unpunished).  Yet, in the real world

(and most of the game world), there are hundreds of crimes that go

unpunished and even undected.  In the game world, the MK's best hope is

the fact that the Outer Planes really are the afterlife and they can point

to the hordes of evil petitioners getting "punished" in the Lower Planes.

So, at some level, they are striving to make the world a better place.

ANARCHISTS - "Tear it down and find Truth in the rubble."


Probably the most misguided of the factions.  While they can be

right at one level - that the presence of all the factions' beliefs could

confuse the issue and end up hiding or distoring the real Truth of the

multiverse - they're also wrong in that the factions are intentionally

hiding the Truth from the commnon person.  If they were, their members

would be acting very differently if they were lying to the public.  As an

example, let's say that the DG had the Ulimate Truth.  If all the other

factions knew this, why would they even bother trying to sell another

story?  But let's assume they are.  At some point, you would have to see

members of the other factions acting like members of the DG since that way

is the one true way.  But you don't.  So while the Anarchists are right in

that you have to go searching for the truth, blowing things up isn't the

best way to go about it - you might destroy what you're looking for in the

process.

SIGNERS - "I'm the center of the multiverse and it's my dream."


Part of their philosophy is easy to prove - the power of belief.

The best example is the shifting of the gatetowns.  Of course, they've

also got the things they themselves have accomplished via belief - but

those have mainly been group projects, which kinda refutes the "one person

imagines it all" viewpoint.  However, this part of the belief does kind of

tie in to the Athar and Godsmen - with the Great Unknown/Source belief.  A

better interpretation of how their philosophy WORKS (not how their members

act) is:  "The multiverse is shaped by our beliefs."

SENSATES - "It's not real unless I experience it."


I'd place these guys in with the Fated and the Mercykillers

Their views are a bit more self-centered and artificial.  This group

doesn't seem to have a foundational truth to it.  A Sensate might never

have been to Mechanus, but there's still a Modron sitting next to him in

the bar.  Now, a philosophy of "it's real until someone experiences it"

might be closer to workable, but it's still got flaws.  (How can you walk

across land you've never seen before?  Maybe you've got a Signer for a

travelling companion...)

CIPHERS - "Become one with the multiverse."


Actually, at one level, this group shares ground with the

Harmonium.   Both factions are into being in harmony with something.

However, the Hardheads want it to be people, whereas the Ciphers want it

to be the rest of the multiverse.  (Smacks a bit of control vs.

adaptation, doesn't it?)  Much like the Guvners, their proof is of their

own creation.  By not thinking and going on instinct, they do have a

better time of things and they have had multiple factols ascend.

XOASITECTS - "Become one with the Chaos."


This is something of an amalgam philosophy.  They're close to the

Ciphers in that a person should learn to go with the flow; but they're

also like the Bleakers in that nothing makes any sense.  But for this

group, that's the point.  Things happen as they will, and you'd just

better be ready for it.  The best way to be ready for it is to become part

of it.  While there's plenty of proof for chaos and randomness, it's a lot

harder to prove that you're really better off becoming a part of it.


Sheesh, that was long winded, wasn't it?  I started losing steam

at the end, so if anyone else wants to expand on what I've started, go

right ahead.

   Pick battles big enough to matter, small enough to win.




-- Jonathan Kozol

   )\                                                  /(

  )|/\ //-^   Ken Lipka - krlipka@deathstar.org  ^-\\ /\|(

 )/   ((    http://www.deathstar.org/~krlipka/ps    ))   \(

       ))     "On the Wings of Mephits..." &        ((

     <=/      "The Planescape Fiction Archive"       \=>

Luminosity

From my RPG, here's an adaptation of my light (or lack thereof) effects on

game mechanics as it is adapted to the AD&D game. Which means this work is

copywritten.

Light Levels


Light Levels

Gradient

Percentage


White Out
200-185%


Blinding

184-175%


Superluminous
174-160%


Luminous
159-148%


Painful

147-137%


Incandescent
136-125%


Harsh

124-118%


Glaring

117-106%


Bright

105-101%


Daylight

100%


Mostly Sunny
99-85%


Partly Cloudy
84-75%


Mostly Cloudy
74-60%


Overcast

59-48%


Gray Sky

47-37%


Dawn/Dusk
36-25%


Twilight

24-18%


Moonlight
17-6%


Dark

5-1%


Pitch

0%



Light levels are used in this game to determine the bonuses or penalties

characters suffer from various lighting conditions. The chart below lists

the differing ambient light levels along with a Gradient name. Along with

this, there are movement modifiers based upon the level of light. Penalties

are imparted upon characters as follows:

Pitch/Superluminous:

-40 feet/round

Moonlight/Luminous:

-20 feet/round

Dark/Painful:


-30 feet/round

Twilight/Incandescent:

-10 feet/round

Also, light conditions can have adverse effects upon the accuracy a

character has to hit their opponent.

0%/ 151+%:

-5

5-1%/145-150%

-4

6-15%/135-144%:

-3

16-22%/127-134%:
-2

23-30%/118-126%:
-1

Pitch: Vision fails due to the total lack of visual light needed by humans.

Depending on how much open space is around, the character has a chance of

running into or tripping

over objects. No depth perception is available to the character.

Dark: At this point, the ambient light may give rough outlines to objects

(1-3%). At the higher end of this gradient, solid figures can be seen.

However, the character is still prone to running into or tripping over

objects. Distances are severely distorted.

Moonlight: With the barest sliver of moon (6%), a character can see well

enough to make out shapes of objects that stand alone. At the low end of

this gradient (6-10%), immediate ranges are discernable and characters

still run the risk of running into objects. At the high end of this

gradient (11-17%), short ranges (20m or less) are easily identifiable. The

character may trip, but they aren't likely to run into the object they can

plainly see around them. 

Twilight: At this gradient, medium ranges are discernable. It is quite

possible for full moons to illuminate up to 21%, but it's not too common

for such things to take place often. Characters still run into the problem

of tripping over objects.

Dawn/Dusk: Light levels of this gradient allow for light enough to discern

distances of any length. Morning and evening have this level of light.

Large print is easily read.

Gray Sky: At this gradient, a human can function normally. This gradient is

named after the cloud condition that causes such low levels of light during

the course of the day.

Overcast:  This gradient is named for the weather condition of a blanket of

white cloud. While bright enough to allow characters to function normally,

some small prints may be hard to read (48-52% only).

Mostly Cloudy: These light conditions simulate days where 61-99% of the sky

is hidden by clouds or early morning.

Partly Cloudy: These light conditions are based upon days where 31-60% of

the sky is hidden by clouds or mid-morning.

Mostly Sunny: Light conditions of this gradient are represented by 1-30% of

the sky being hidden by cloud cover.

Daylight: This light condition is considered 100% due to its regularity as

the brightest it gets during day time hours.

Bright: Bright lights are tolerable to the eyes without any harsh effects.

However, when entering a building, the character is temporarily blinded

until his or her eyes have adjusted.

Glaring: The luminosity of lights at this gradient can begin to manifest

problems in a person's vision unless some form of eye protection is used.

Harsh: Light of this sort is harmful to the eyes. Characters may succumb to

minor headaches and temporary blindness. Eye protection prevents such

penalties.

Incandescent: Light of this gradient is best described as staring at a

120-watt light bulb or higher. Extended periods of exposure to this light

level results in the condition of snow blindness unless precautions are

used. Mild headaches can occur at this level.

Painful: This gradient poses a threat to a character. Sever headaches and

eyestrain can incapacitate a character. A 300-watt light bulb at the low

end and a halogen lamp at the upper end best represent the light of this

level. Temporary blindness at this level lasts for 5 hours per minute of

exposure without eye protection. There is a 20% chance of permanent

blindness.

Luminous: Stare at the sun. That's the ambient light at this level. Arc

welding can cause the same effect. Temporary blindness occurs at this level

for 6 hours per 5 minutes of exposure. There is a 40% chance of permanent

blindness.

Superluminous: Intense bursts of light, staring at the sun from space, and

lasers to the eye are covered by this gradient. Retinal damage occurs at

this level. Temporary blindness lasts 2 days per 10 minutes of exposure.

Permanent blindness is 80% likely.

White Out: Nothing can be seen at this gradient. Retinas are burned out

from exposure. Any exposure above 5 seconds results in permanent blindness

(no System Shock rolls are allowed because you're a stupid m@#$%^*^)&@! for

looking at something this bright). Those fools fortunate enough to avoid

permanent blindness are temporarily blinded for d4 weeks per second of

exposure. Everything appears white to the character during this time.

Nothing short of magical means or extremely advanced medical science can

fix such retinal damage.

To avoid blindness from these light conditions, the character must make a

System Shock roll. White Out conditions does not allow System Shock rolls.

This rule applies to permanent conditions only.

THE HERB BAR MENU


(From The Horned Doe)

Welcome Cutter!

Below are the top selling herbs by category. Unless otherwise noted, herbs

are sold in ounces in a cloth satchel. One ounce of herbs is sufficient for

roughly five pipe bowls. Smoking herbs can vary greatly, ranging from dried

plant leaves to stinky mushrooms to tiny spores intended to be mixed with

other herb blends. It is best not to mix herbs, both together in one pipe,

or by smoking them sequentially, unless the smoker knows the likely effect.

About Price: Price is always dependent on demand. Demand for herbs is

usually based on quality and effect. Other factors, such as location of the

herb, availability and recent weather conditions can effect the price of

herbs. For example, at the far bottom end of the spectrum is common

ragweed.  Most don't care for the taste, while at the same time it's

commonly available almost anywhere in The Outlands. At the high end of the

spectrum is The Lady, valued for its mind-blowing visions that often lead

to residual psychic powers even days after smoking. The Lady, a tiny black

fungus, is only found in the dark tunnels of Pandemonium on the Cocytus

layer, making harvesting a harrowing experience at best. Thus The Lady runs

1000gps an ounce...in a good week. Last year, the usual harvesters of The

Lady disappeared without a trace in the crazed tunnels deep into Cocytus.

In the absence of supply, the price of The Lady skyrocketed to over

15,000gps an ounce!

Of course the best bargain you'll find is our house blend, grown in a

private garden upstairs. Grand Reserve Vintage Supreme sells for several

hundred gold pieces per ounce outside of The Horned Doe.

Pipes: We're not in the business of selling pipes, but a simple briar pipe

can be had for 1gp or a basic corn cob pipe for 10cp. Pipes can be

elaborate affairs with intricate carvings in materials such as ivory, oak

or meerschaum. The best pipes come from the roots, or "burl" of long dead

trees. The burl is used because it can withstand the 700 degree F heat of

burning herbs.  The best of the best pipes come from the briar of burls.

Briar grow under arduous conditions and required decades to centuries to

form. They have the tightest grain structure and performs best in this

regard. And the very best is from such a burl when the plant itself has

died and the burl has aged for years in the ground. This is the true

so-called "dead root" of great fame.

Status: What you smoke can set you apart from the common berk. Only the

poorest of sods smokes ragweed. Only dwarves tend to smoke Ironridge, as

the smell is quite disgusting to some races, such as elves and halfling.

Gray Waste is herb of choice for those seeking simple relaxation, and

"packing a bowl" of Gray Waste for a fellow cutter is a quick way to start

a conversation.  High end herbal varieties are normally reserved for the

connoisseur or the occasional smoke.  A pipe full of aromatic Zero is a

quick way to enter an elite circle.

Holding Your Smoke: New smokers should stick with the green or white label.

Many a berk has gotten into trouble, especially in the fighting pits, after

smoking a pipe full of Yanki. Remember, smoking is a custom among Bariaur,

not a contest.

Cutters Wanted: There's always demand for herbs and pipe wood. If you're

willing to travel and have a strong sword arm, talk to the bartender about

his current needs. Some harvesting might be as simple as bringing a

cartload of ragweed from The Outlands, or as arduous as a trip to the

Astral Plane to find the spores off the feet of a dead god! Either way,

you'll be handsomely rewarded for your efforts.

Herb Bar Menu
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Mild Depressants - Green label

Herb

Origin

Cost/Ounce

Ragweed

Outlands (various)

2cp

#5

Outlands, Automata

3sp

Bako

Prime Material

1gp

Rowan Darkwood Aroma

Outlands, Excelsior

3gp

Ironridge

Outlands, Dwarven Mts.

5gp

Gray Waste

Outlands, River Ma'at

10gp

XO Series 16458

Mechanus

25gp

Brux Glitter

The Beastlands

50gp

Grand Reserve Vintage Supreme

Sigil, Horned Doe

100gp

Zero

Prime Material

250gp

Opiates - Blue label

Herb

Origin

Cost/Ounce

Norse Gold

Outlands, Glorium

1gp

#33

Outlands, Rigus

2gp

Midnight

Beastlands

5gp

Cage Crasher

Outlands, Ribcage

10gp

Sinker

Yggdrasil Root

25gp

Darkhome Premier

Gray Waste, Oinos

50gp

Ninth Ring

Gehenna, Mungoth

80gp

Borpal Vlade

Sigil, Horned Doe

150gp

Styx Remembrance

Gehenna, Khalas

225gp

Double Zero

Gray Waste, Niflheim

500gp

Hallucinogens - Red label

Herb

Origin

Cost/Ounce

Butterfly

The Outlands, Spire

2gp

Barbazu Gold (The Demon)

The Outlands

5gp

Yanki

Astral (?)

10gp

Green Steel

Baator, Avernus

25gp

Limbo Grand Reserve

Limbo

50gp

Astral Mephit

Paraelemental Plane of Ooze

100gp

Cilenei Brothers Razor (Cilenei)

Curst

150gp

Connoisseur Rainbow

Sigil, Horned Doe

300gp

Maze

Pandemonium, Pandesmos

750gp

The Lady

Pandemonium, Cocytus

1000gp

Stimulants - White label

Herb

Origin

Cost/Ounce

Rube Hips

Outlands, Tradegate

4sp

Baccaret Double

Outlands, Semuanya's Bog

1gp

Jammin Twig

Quasielemental Plane of Steam

3gp

Wigwam

Beastlands

5gp

Golden Do

Bytopia (Dothion)

10gp

Piked Berk

Sigil, Horned Doe

20gp

Pelion (White Dust)

Arborea

50gp

Ethereal Star

Elysium (Amoria, Star)

100gp

Venya Pearl

Mt. Celestia (Venya)

250gp

Clang

Arcadia (Mt. Clanggedin)

500gp

PROPER PIPE PACKING:

Sprinkle the herb loosely into the bowl until it's full. Be sure not to

stuff or pack the herb into the bowl, just lightly sprinkle. Once the bowl

is full, tamp the herb halfway down the bowl. Be careful not to pack it too

tight. Use a "light" touch!

Repeat the "sprinkle process" in Step 1. Fill the bowl up again and push it

down 2/3 or 3/4 full. Perform the "sprinkle step" a third time until you

have created a small heap just above the rim of the bowl.

Now comes the moment of truth...the lighting. When lighting a pipe, take 5

or 6 good puffs and make sure the entire surface of the herb is lit. This

is the "charring" phase of lighting. Now take your tamper and crush down

the ash. Take care not to push down the herb too much, only tamp down the

ash! It's at this point many pipe smoker's push down too much and pack the

herb to tight.

Re-light the pipe after you have tamped down the ash. Once again taking 5

or 6 good puffs while lighting the herb evenly. And there you have it, sit

back and relax!

- --gary
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Nature of the Soul


Hi there!

This is a kind of "extension" to the Akashic record

posts of late. Any comments and criticism appreciated.

Bye,

Heiner

- -- 

"I greet thee, Planewalkers! My name is Carryl Orryff, and I am a mathematician. Let me set things clear at the very beginning, berks: I'm NOT a member of the guvners. Actually, I don't like those people too much - they don't search for truth, they search for laws giving them personal advantages. I'm neither an inhabitant of Mechanus. Many great mathematicians live there - but I  haven't encountered one yet who also had a nice personality. I do search for the laws of the multiverse. But I don't see law as the "true basic" of life, or anything like that. Many people (guvners and inhabitants of Mechanus, especially) say that law is in everything. I, personally, prefer to say that math is in everything. Everything can be calculated; in  fact, I think that the whole multiverse is something like an unimaginably large equation.

But math isn't law. Math follows certain laws, sure, but there are many variables in the multiversal calculations. These variables can be considered chaos; many of them are unpredictable. Hey, many of them are even sentient! Thus, many calculations have more than one solution.

Finally, I want to remember that I'm not perfect. I seek truth, for its' own sake, and I have no  reason to spread lies. But this doesn't mean I never make mistakes.

So, you have to consider now if you prefer to seek your own answers, or if you

spend some  minutes listening to an old blood who risked his life several times just for gathering some answers. If I were you, I'd first listen and then go check the truth myself.

In fact, this was quite what I have done. I've heard a sage in Sigil talking about Akashic records; his work was very good, but I had the impression it was somehow incomplete. So I went on a trip myself to find out more about this, and here's what ol' Carryl could gather. I have extensive proof  for all my theories, but for better reading I'll let them out here. If you wanna know about them, visit me in my home in Sigil's Market Ward.

Mortal beings exist of the following parts:

Body: The shell; it's how we can interact with the multiverse. Even a ghost has this shell, it's just so thin that it's nearly non-existent ("incorporeal", that is).

Mind: This is what we carry around in our brain. It's more a physical thing than one might think. It's a terribly complex structure, but still it's not much more than chemistry and physics. Well, maybe a bit of magic, too, but I don't really believe this. The mind can be altered quite easily. See, simple magic, even a great shock can make you insane. A too-hard punch on your head can damage your very personality; drugs can (chemically!) influence your feelings and perceptions.

Spirit: This is the "core" of one's current personality. It's where your alignment is, and the other  "basics" of your personality. It's what will travel to the Outer Planes when a Prime Material berk  dies.

The Akashic Record: This is the "big storing place" of any berk. Everything that ever was, is, and maybe even what will be is stored here. And I'm not only talking of putting mind and spirit  together; I really mean EVERYTHING, all your former lives, every thought you ever had - well,  everything. Still, the Akashic record isn't a complete mysterious thingy. It is _placed_ somewhere;  unfortunately, I haven't found out yet where exactly. It seems to have a connection to the Astral as well as to the Ethereal Plane, and, for sure, always to the place (or places) where the mind and  spirit of a character are at a particular moment.

The Soul: Now, this is the real basic. This is YOU, if you get my meaning. It's the very first thing  you have ever been in your existence, and it's what can never be destroyed. When your soul is created (this is a topic all of its' own, discussed later

on), it does nothing but  EXIST, deep in the ethereal plane. Slowly, your Akashic Record develops; if you see it as a  compilation of all your experiences, then the beginning of the Akashic Record is the perception of  Existence. The birth  moment of the Akashic Record is also the very first moment of awareness. After this, the soul struggles to become more aware than it is. It struggles to EXIST more. So,  through the Akashic Record, it seeks to create a spirit. This is created out of the Ethereal matter all around it. It's not aware of the soul, though; it's only slightly aware of the Akashic record. It has to struggle to keep the connection to the Akashic Record, and thus concentrates on one small part of that one. Since the Akashic Record doesn't contain more than "Existence" up to now, this is also 

the first perception of the Spirit. Now, the Ethereal Plane is the beginning of All. It IS Existence in itself. To experience more, the Spirit has to travel. So it makes a trip to either the Inner or Outer Planes. A trip to the Inner Planes means that the Spirits finally meets matter, in all its' purity as it is in the Inner Planes. It struggles 

to interact with this matter, and thus "infests" the matter. A new Inner Planar being springs up - an  Elemental, or something similar. All these experiences are, of course, written into the Akashic Record.

A trip to the Outer Planes goes quite the same way. How do the spirits get there at all, without the Ethereal being connected to the Outer Planes? I'm not perfectly sure of that, but my guess is the spire. I consider the spire to be much more than a landmark; I think it's a kind of "highway for spirits". Maybe it's even more - go on reading, cutter. Most spirits that come to the Outer Planes see that it's much easier here to become more existent - they don't have to make up a completely new body, instead they can merge with the Planes. Ever heard that the layers of the Abyss are self-aware? They are, cutters, they are. And all the other planes and their layers are, as well. Still, many spirits aren't satisfied to keep their existence this  way. They want to become MORE; some even want to become more independent (the most self-aware of all these spirits, of course).

So, they seek a way to create their own mortal shell (that is, a body – like the "Elemental Spirits"  of the Inner Planes). A few spring up as beings of the particular plane, but this is a very hard task. The other spirits of the plane don't want to lose that one spirit. See, it's not only a big meeting of spirits, they are really MERGED with each other (and the plane). You have to be very, very strong 

to get out of that pull. Or you have to give in to another pull - the way back to your soul, to the  Ethereal plane (there is even another possibility, but that's discussed later). This isn't a real step back, though - the spirit is now aware enough to control its' travel a bit. It's pulled back to the soul, true, but if it meets a Crystal sphere on the way, it can put its' anchor there - and create a body. Of course, this would mean all mortals spring up from demiplanes. What about the prime material? Well, it's quite easy, you know: All the worlds in the prime

material plane came up the  same way the demiplanes were created. By the will and power of particular gods, their crystal  sphere slided off into the prime material plane. But all of them still keep a link to their birthplace, in the same way a spirit has a link to its' Akashic record. So if a spirit hits upon such a link, it can 

slide off to that Crystal sphere, and seek a body there. Now, here's the first real difference to the Outer Planes. Inside a Crystal sphere, it's much harder  to to merge with the land. Some spirits manage to merge with particular objects, be it souls or  even non-aware living things like trees. These beings are, in fact, the

"nature spirits" prime  material shamans call upon. All of them only kept their ability of merging because they still kept a link to the Outer Plane they come from. It's not really them who merge with the object, it's the  Outer Plane. That's also why some of these nature spirits are very powerful: The spirit's plane can  gather the belief power of worshippers, and grant spells. In the case of the most powerful spirits, the link is so strong that it actually connects to the whole plane, i.e. with all the spirits that have merged there. The spirit that infested the object is itself not much more than a representative for all those other spirits. Another way of getting a body is to find a non-sentient being inside another being. I guess you know what I mean: The sperm of a man, or the egg of a woman. That spirit has to care for  choosing the right one, though, so it can actually create a new being. It infests the sperm or egg, and when the two merge, the spirits' body begins to grow. It's harder to get a body if you're a  spirit inside a Crystal sphere, but there are ways to trick around that problem. Of course, there are mortals on the Outer and Inner planes, too. I'm one myself, after all. So how  does a spirit get there? How did my spirit come into my body? In the Outer Planes, as said, I suppose they come through the spire. Some make a very short trip; they end up in Sigil when a  man and a woman make a baby there. Others go the whole way down the spire; then, through the Outlands , and those that don't become babies there, move farther to another plane, until they finally find a fitting "host". If a spirit has to seek to long, it might eventually merge with its' "original" plane again (but can try 

again after some resting time). In the Inner Planes, it's quite the same, just that there's no spire needed to get there - they just  move to the Inner Planes and seek a "fitting host".

Okay, so we have the development process of a mortal, from nearly the very

beginning on. But  where does the soul itself come from? This is a question I yet have to solve. My current bets are  the following:

- - The soul is created from the Ethereal plane. The Ethereal STRIVES to form

into something else.  Much of it has formed all the matter of the multiverse, the Inner and Outer Planes, Demiplanes, and so on. But there's still much "Ether" left there (in fact, infinitely much, at least from what is  currently guessed about the nature of the Ethereal plane), and it doesn't have an infinite lifespan.  If it only exists for a too long time, it transforms into a kind of "dead Ether", and slides off into  the Astral. So, the Astral IS dead Ether.

- - The soul is created from the Outer Planes. It's not, though, created from

Baator or Arborea or so; it comes from the center of it all, the base of the spire; maybe even from the spire itself. Thus, the  spire would be the REAL birthplace of all life in the whole multiverse. The souls form at the base, and the more complete they are, the higher they get up through the spire. Finally, they're spilled 

out of the very top of the spire, which touches the Ethereal plane. This might sound strange to you - the Outer Planes are not said to have a connection to the 

Ethereal, right? They don't have. Except, that is, the top of the spire. That's probably also the solution to how the Lady can create the Mazes in Sigil, which are said to be inside the Ethereal.

- - The soul comes from some plane we don't know yet. See, I've uncovered uncountable secrets of the Multiverse in my life; but I've made the experience there are always more. We never know  what's out there that we have never, ever heard of before...

Okay, cutters, let's come to the final now. In two meanings, actually; the final of this work and the  final of a life. What happens to the spirit when a mortal dies?

Remember, he came to the Outer Planes first, and after leading the life of a

mortal, he's so self-aware that he can merge with the planes again BUT create its' own shell. It can resist the pull of all the other spirits, and become a self-aware planar being. Petitioners of a particular god might also get some help from their power if they're a bit weak. So, the spirit drifts off to the Outer Planes again (through the Ethereal and then the Spire, as  described before), chooses subconsiously the plane of its' alignment (it's pulled to it like by a  magnet; in the case of a god's worshipper, the pull actually comes from the god), and merges 

with that plane. Then, it arises again in a material shell made up of the matter of that plane. During this "rising", the spirit has to concentrate extremely on resisting the other spirits' pulling. Thus, most of the spirits can't concentrate enough on their Akashic record anymore. They still keep their link to it, of course, but they concentrate only on the very latest "entries" in it, only on the "now". That's why so many petitioners don't remember their old lifes. When they rise up as petitioners, their spirit concentrates only on the "now" of the Akashic record, and thus they don't have any access on the rest of the records. So, we have the planar being now. It may rise to higher levels; a lawful evil one might work its'  way up to a pit fiend or higher, good ones might become solars or whatever, and so on. But what  happens when the being is slain? You get my question - what is the True Death?

At True Death, the spirit's shell collapses and closes its' link with the spirit. The spirit's actually isolated from the Outer Planes; it exists "on" them, but it's not in any way linked to them anymore. It instinctively tries to re-establish the link, but it's just not possible. The spirit struggles in vain to re-establish the link, actually putting so much energy into it it doesn't keep enough power to struggle for existence. Simply said, it fades out. Now, that's not the very end. Remember, there's still the soul and the Akashic record. The soul "feels" the spirit has died, and tries to create a new one instantly (though what exactly "instantly" means, I have not yet found out). The new spirit again has only access to the very latest entries in the Akashic record, and so has to go all the way again. For an observer, this process actually  creates a completely new being.

Final note: The Akashic record might be the clue to many people's wishes. If

one could get access  to it somehow, resurrecting petitioners might be possible. The baatezu surely would love to know  how to do this - any high-up of their race could be brought back. Spells like "Talk to the Dead" access the Akashic record, while creating a kind of "pseudo-spirit" so one can talk to it as if it was aware. Thus, it is possible to locate and access this record. "Rise  dead" also uses a very small part of the record, as well as using magic to make it aware (my  research has shown that this, somehow, creates a kind of "pain" to the record, or even the soul 

itself - so good-aligned priests should think twice before using this one!)

Water from the Styx forces the spirit to concentrate only on the very latest

entry in the Akashic  record (on the "now"), but there are a few ways to reverse this - that is, there are ways to actually access more of the Akashic record than one does now! Deeper research on this has to be done, but it could provide unimaginable results. On the other hand, I'm not sure I want to uncover more of this knowledge, at least not if I can't be sure it's not used by fiends and other such beings. In fact, I will hand out this text only to the most trusted of my friends, and of them only to those who I consider able to even fight a pit fiend or two. I researched this knowledge to find the truth, not to support evil."

- - Carryl Orryff, a few days before he was slain. The murder has not been

caught yet.

THE DARK OF THE PLANAR SPIRIT WORLD


When it comes to spirits, the planes are much more complicated than the

prime worlds. For example, a creature who dies on a prime world is simply

gone, their spirit apparently migrates to another mystical plane of

existence (The Ordo). The work of the shaman on the prime is to escort

malevolent spirits off the prime and to occasionally contact or bring back

spirits from this "mystical" spirit plane. There is much to do in this

regard, as prime spirits tend to stick around the prime, resulting in a

rich spirit world.

The planar view of the spirit world is much more sophisticated. Planar

creatures who die, incarnate on their alignment-based plane as a

petitioner. This seriously complicates the issue of the spirit world, since

spirits are enjoying a new life, rather than waiting for a shaman to

contact them. What happens when a creature, now a petitioner on another

plane, is raised from the dead? Does this disrupt their new life, or is

something else brought back?

There are three ways to reconcile this. The first is to assume that a

creature is composed of body, mind and spirit. The body and mind disperse

upon death, but the spirit is what migrates to a new plane as a petitioner.

This theory has problems. For example, what happens to creatures raised

from the dead? Is the petitioner yanked from his new life or killed? Also,

what about speaking with the dead or other dead contact? Is the shaman in

contact with the petitioner?

The second model states that a creature is composed of a body, mind,

spirit, and storehouse consciousness (Akashic record). When a creature

dies, the body and mind disperse, the spirit and storehouse consciousness

migrate to the new plane. The storehouse consciousness, which contains the

essence of the previous creatures actions, transforms into the petitioner.

The Akashic record is immutable and cannot be destroyed. If the petitioner

is killed, the Akashic record is reborn into a new body with similar

tendencies as its previous corporeal owners.

The spirit, however, remains in the spirit world of that plane and

represents the immutable nature of that single individual. This spirit is

what can be contacted or raised if a creature is reborn. But what about an

Akashic record for the raised individual? If raised within the period

before the petitioner is created (some say 60-90 days), the Akashic record

is preserved. Otherwise, an Akashic record is brought back from the plane

for the reborn creature. This new Akashic record should be similar enough

in alignment that the raised creature does not notice a difference. The

spirit is the driving force in the creature, not the record. The Akashic

record is often referred to as a soul, for those of different belief

systems, so these terms are often interchangeable in debates.

The third model states that there is no spirit world and that contact with

the spirit world is really contact with the power of the dead creature, who

has absorbed and reintegrated the creatures energy back into its home

plane. The deity thus has complete knowledge and access to the dead

creature, and can manifest as the dead creature’s spirit at will. There is

no evidence of this, but it is a popular belief, since the spirit world

tends to complicate most planar’s view of the multiverse.

THE BARIAUR WAY

The bariaur shaman cares little for the technical explanation, knowing only

that she can contact the spirit world, speak with dead ancestors and raise

creatures from the dead. This is done through spirit meditation and the

help of spirit guides, such as animals, ancestors or planar beings. Note

that the spirit guide assists the bariaur on his home plane and does not

need to be transplanar to be of assistance.

Certain spirits can be more useful to the shaman when dealing with certain

planes. Flying creatures are better able to assist in the plane of air and

burrowing creatures in the plane of earth. Dolphins and other essentially

good creatures can assist in upper planar spirit quests. Giant rats and

evil animals assist in lower planar spirit quests. The shaman is

essentially neutral, and can thus survive on any plane’s spirit world

without fear of corruption (lower planes) or retribution (upper planes).

- --gary
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New Campaign Idea

Hi folks,

I've recently taken over the DM role after our Planescape campaign crashed

and burned (DM burnout). Before this campaign, I ran a makeshift Al Qadim

like campaign that was pretty successful. Now I've got an idea to combine

the two campaign settings, at least for a while. I want players to be able

to use a character from any of our past settings.

The players played Forgotton Realms type characters who had to adapt to a

desert world. They discovered and explored a tomb, a metallic pyramid that

contained many things, including a conspiracy involving the local ruler.

The cleared this tomb in dungeon crawl style (it works best for this

group), discovered a cubic gate at the end, and explored a couple of other

worlds before we ended the campaign in The Outlands.

Now I want to return them to the pyramid, "The Tomb of Taract" but with a

twist. The pyramid, we now discover, is an Acheron cube gone astray, and

they simply explored the small corner of it that was exposed from the sand.

This wasn't planned from the beginning, but I think it could work.  Let me

know what you think!  Ideas, suggestions, etc.

- --gary

RETURN TO TARACT

The PC’s have had their dreams invaded. Rather than words or images,

geometric shapes have been haunting them. They see a triangle, which

transforms into a pyramid. The pyramid falls and crushes them against the

ground. Then two streaks appear across the sky, parallel lines that crash

against the ground, causing them nausea and cold sweats. Finally, stars

form a square, which forms a cube, which solidifies and again attacks them

from above, crushing them with tremendous force. After a week of these

dreams, another symbol appears, a hollow wheel, the symbol of Sigil.

What do these dream mean?

Eventually, if they make their way to Sigil, they’ll understand this to be

the dreams of a dabus. Through more investigation, they’ll discover that

the dabus in question is quite insane and is kept in the gatehouse. He

repeats the same symbols in the air over and over again, driving the

denizens of his ward even further over the edge. The symbols: "Pyramid =

Square" are repeated over and over again. The only other symbols he repeats

are the wheel (Sigil) and the number 195. Rarely, the dabus becomes lucid

enough to cry for help, thus his wheel pictogram. The 195 number relates to

his insanity, brought on by Taract (see below)

195 is the number needed to get into the first layer of the lower pyramid

region of the cube (see below). The room contains four walls with eight

crystals on each wall. Each wall leads to another level of the cube,

accessible by manipulating the crystals to form the binary number for each

wall. More on that later.

The characters find the dabus and eventually a Guvner scholar who has been

monitoring the dabus for changes or additional information. He has also

experienced the dreams. The Guvner explains:

There is a place, a plane, called Acheron. It is a plane of enforced order,

where conformity is more important than good. The Mercykillers will tell a

berk that the fiends of Acheron aren’t that evil,  it’s only their rigorous

adherence to order that upsets those who lack such discipline. Other folks

tell of the random cruelty that blind conformity brings the crushed

spirits, the broken hopes. This is the true face of Acheron.

The plane of Acheron is made of immense blocks, back and smooth, whose

surfaces ring metallic underfoot. They drift endlessly through space, these

cubes the size of cities and kingdoms. Sometimes they meet with a fearsome

clang that crushes all between them and sends shudders through the plane.

The petitioners of Acheron, warriors lost to the joy of battle and saviors

who forgot their cause, are consumed by the need for conformity. They

cannot conceive of anyone refusing to obey the will of the group, as

determined by their commanders.

One of these commanders, a great mage by the name of Tiskar Taract, lived

on the layer of Avalas, the battle plane of Acheron. It was here that

Taract rose in power for seventeen centuries, ruling as an undead lord,

even when his body decayed and blew away. Taract was a loyal commander of

an entire cube known as Thundalin. On each face of this cube lived millions

of people, loyal to Taract.

Then Taract lost what was left of his mind. He believed that by bringing

the cubes together, he could solidify the power of Avalas and eventually

rule all of Acheron, and then the planes. His attempts at conformity and

consolidation of power, fine planar traits on Acheron, had reached their

final conclusion, resulting in the opposite effect: chaos. Through his

advanced magic, Taract brought several hundred cubes together. Millions

died as cubes smashed together to form The Great Cube. Some cube cities

were lucky, a side or two escaping the crush. Other cubes, which lost

entire Acheron cultures and civilizations, formed the center of The Great

Cube.

This went on for many decades until the power Lei Kung, the Duke of

Thunder, took notice of Taract’s activities. Lei Kung lives in a floating

palace on a storm cloud amid a drifting sea of iron. The Great Cube caused

the sea of iron to constantly swirl and storm, as magnetic forces acted

against the vast metallic ocean.  Lei Kung denounced Taract for the chaos

he created with The Great Cube.

A massive battle too place between the unifying forces of Tiskar Taract and

the old order of Avalas under Lei Kung. During this battle, the sea of iron

was set ablaze, billions died, and The Great Cube was destroyed, restoring

order to the layer. Thundalin, and a dozen other cubes shared a different

fate.

Lei Kung banished Thundalin and the cubes of his twelve commanders, to the

Astral Plane, believing the cubes and its denizens to be irredeemable and

too dangerous an influence to remain in Acheron. Although Tiskar Taract was

defeated in battle, his power remained a threat, and eventually, through

his great magic, the banished cubes were able to leave the Astral. But they

did not return to Acheron. Lei Kung intervened in Taract’s magecraft,

changing the destination of the returning cubes. Instead of returning to

Acheron, the cubes were cast throughout the multiverse. Most were destroyed

in the process or upon arriving on their new plane, but several, including

Thundalin, survived the journey.

All the inhabitants of these cubes were killed in the journey, as the cubes

plummeted in planes with gravity. But the cubes somehow survived. In

addition, the spirit of Taract also survived the journey, embodying itself

in the very metal of Thundalin.

But you probably know this already, since you have visited Thundalin

yourselves just six months ago.

When you were traipsing through that desert tomb, named after Tiskar

Taract, did you not wonder where the legendary Taract resided? When you

slew the dragon vizier who controlled the land, did you not feel a sense

that something was missing, that there was something left undone?

You see, the Tomb of Taract, the pyramid structure sitting in the desert of

Al Nazarat, is but a small corner of Thundalin, buried deep in the sand for

over a millennia. And now another lich king has emerged on Acheron, one who

knows the history of the plane and one clever enough to defeat Lei Kung. He

is summonsing the spirit of Tiskar Taract back to Acheron.

This cannot be allowed to happen. Return to Taract, the ancient cube of

Thundalin, in the prime desert world of Al Nazarat, and ensure that Tiskar

Taract never leaves his tomb.

=====

The Mystic's Manifesto


                             by Saldrin Thanol

                              Bariaur Mystic

In a world where belief is power and thought can change reality, some would

say that revealing one’s beliefs is as dangerous as revealing one’s power.

As a mystic, however, I understand that this power was given to us to share

with others. By sharing, we enrich our beliefs, enrich each other, nourish

the soul. Therefore, I now reveal my own beliefs in the hopes that others

will benefit from my understanding, and that they too may reveal their

beliefs so that we all may be enriched.

On the Factions

I align myself loosely as a Free Leaguer. At their core, Free Leaguers

believe in the freedom to choose. That is as much as I believe of their

philosophy. They say that all factions are deluding themselves, that the

truth is "out there," but that it’s not available to those who shut their

minds to one concept. Here I disagree. I believe that each faction holds

onto one aspect of the truth. Their truth is pure and perfect.

This philosophy goes against every faction’s belief system, including the

so-called "free league." I choose to study each faction, gain some of their

understanding without joining or converting, and integrate it within my own

belief system. This is a dangerous proposition, but that is how I express

my spirit of adventure.

Reality is not to be sampled, as the Sensates might say, but it is to be

assimilated. It is not order or chaos, it just is. It’s not the one or the

many, but the whole. Life and death are concepts, like the illusory concept

of time. They hold minimal sway on our mindscapes. They exist as signposts

along the path to freedom. And the mind, also, is only a mental concept. So

who is this mind thinking of mind? That is my question and my quest.

On Good and Evil

My people say that when you create a thing, you also create its opposite.

This is never more true than when it comes to good and evil. To create

good, to discern that one thing is better than another, is to invite it’s

opposite. To call something evil, to forbid it, likewise is to set oneself

up for disappointment. Those who are wise know better than to wear these

foul smelling garments. It is the lifelong quest for self-understanding

through mystical knowledge that has value to the mystic. What allows one to

follow that path is thought to be positive. What prevents one from

following that path is considered negative.

True happiness comes from accepting what is, and devoting ones life to

fostering this understanding in oneself and others. The method, the

"fostering," is performed by the sampling of various philosophical and

religious outlooks and finding their core truths.

On Law and Chaos

Law and chaos are concepts only. For a mystic, these concepts are relative.

Chaos, for example, is often understood to be the absence of law. Law, is

often understood to be chaos subdued. As slippery and self-defeating as

good and evil, law and chaos are concepts to be noted, assimilated, and

understood. But always remember that they have no real substance to them.

The only real order and disorder are internal mental functions. And even

these are to be noted, experienced but never suppressed.

On The Core

Each person, each faction, each religion, has core beliefs. It is the

mystic’s mission to expose and assimilate The Core. But what is the core of

the mystic? When a mystic asks this of her teacher, she will often be told

to study a particular belief system or culture. The teacher refers the

mystic to the belief system that that mystic needs to break down their

mental conditioning. The teacher rarely, if ever, points to the students

own mind. Some teachers say that this would be too much for the student to

handle. She might say, "If I pointed directly to your mind, and you were to

understand, your mind would be crushed like dry leaves." Thus the mystic is

always left to herself to find these answers, with the help of a teacher to

point the way, if she’s lucky.

On Action

Our actions are determined by our minds. Our minds are conditioned by our

actions. It is imperative that the two are in sync. For example, a mystic

must never use a weapon. A weapon creates powerful mental scars on the

mind. If a mystic is to defend herself, she should learn to use her mind,

or her bare hands. The best defense is to avoid conflict. But as our goal

is to seek the core of belief systems, there are often those who would

oppose us, out of greed, suspicion, or ignorance. These are the people most

in need of our insights. By finding like-minded individuals within an

organization, we can exchange knowledge and belief and increase our power

by giving it away.

Tale of the Bariaur
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Bariaur Stuff: Music


Comments are appreciated. I especially need help in: 1. Finding an

interesting gaming hook for this essay. 2. Help in the flirting dialogue -

which I never could get the hang of (thank god I'm getting married!).

- --gary

Bariaur Music: Interview with Berig Bakuraba, Rena Master

This interview took place at Tale of the Bariaur headquarters in Sigil.

Interview by Saldrin Thanol.

Tale of the Bariaur: We’re glad to have you teaching here today Berig. Can

you tell me a little more about Bariaur music, the various styles and what

makes your style unique?

Berig Bakuraba: Thank you for having me Saldrin, and may I say that you’re

looking especially fertile today?

ToB: Ah, well, thank you Berig. Um, can you tell me a little more about

your particular style?

Berig: I would be happy to. I am a Rena Master of the Payiirena tradition

of The Outlands. We’re unique in that our tradition sprang up without any

outside influences. I hate to use the word purity, but there is a certain

level of purity in our cultural art form that doesn’t exist in other Rena

traditions.

ToB: What would some examples of that be? I would think that Ysgard Rena

music would be a more uncorrupted form, since Bariaur are originally from

Ysgard.

Berig: Yes, some think that. Unfortunately, the Sak’larena tradition of

Ysgard is heavily influenced by various horns used by humans on the Ysgard

layer. These horns tend to slow down the music, interrupting the beat that

many shamans consider sacred. The Beastland tradition, known as Dudagrena,

uses flat stones of various densities as instruments. This again, although

quite natural, is not a part of the original tradition.

ToB: So you’re saying that The Outland Payiirena is the original tradition?

Berig: Not really, it’s just that we’ve preserved the tradition from Ysgard

better than anyone else has. I think it’s because we have so many constant

influences on our culture that we are forced to always analyze foreign

ideas. Wherever did you get that beautiful silver vest Saldrin? It simply

looks wonderful on you.

ToB: Well, thank you Berig, it’s a Shis draw.

Berig: Oh, I apologize for prying.

ToB: It’s not a problem. So where did you learn to play the rena?

Berig: Normally one’s father or uncle teaches the rena, or possibly the

flock shaman. We had no really good rena players in our flock, so I went in

search of a teacher. I actually went to Sigil where I met the multiverse’s

best rena player, Jek Yadola. Jek was a bard in The Lower Ward who played

the rena during pit fighting in some of the more seedy locations. His

talents were clearly being wasted, but he had had a run-in with the

Harmonium and needed work that kept him off the streets. So he taught me.

ToB: So this drummer who taps the beat in the pit fights was a world class

master?

Berig: That shouldn’t be so hard to believe, Sigil is full of powerful and

interesting people who are on their way to something more important.

ToB: So did Jek Yadola teach you any special arts?

Berig: Are you referring to some of the carnal arts known by bariaur bards?

If so, I would be happy to…

ToB: Ah, no, I was just wondering if he taught you any traditional Sigil

peels.

Berig: Oh, we were too busy with the Rena for that. But he did teach me

some of the social peels that bariaur use within flocks.

ToB: You mean the bariaur steal from each other?

Berig: Oh no, it’s just that there are certain traditions that a bariaur

bard has to understand when playing in traditional villages. First of all,

the idea of a bard is alien to bariaur, since music is an activity that

every flock member is involved with. So you’ve got to have some flash as a

bard, to get people interested in you. You have to have something

interesting that the shaman isn’t offering.

ToB: Like what?

Berig: For instance, there are special songs that bard play called onasa.

In the onasa songs, the bard plays along with members of the flock. The

idea sitting around listening to someone else to play is anathema to

bariaur; it would be like watching a battle. They just can’t not

participate. So the bard, who plays the rena, leads the rest of the flock,

who usually sing or stomp their feet. At a certain point in the song,

there’s a phrase that the bard uses to signify he’s about to finish. If a

flock member continues to sing or play after the bard finishes, there’s

kind of a social stigma, and he needs to make up for it.

ToB: How does he make up for it? Is there a battle or something?

Berig: No, that would be a little extreme. The individual must recite a

poem or sing a song. It’s not a terrible thing, but some warriors are more

bashful than others, especially in conservative flocks.

ToB: So where’s the trick in that?

Berig: The trick is that sometimes a flock member will throw the song on

purpose. She’ll purposely continue beyond the end of the song so that she

can dedicate a poem or song to a male member of the flock. This is not

allowed normally in conservative flocks, so it’s a big exception.

ToB: And that’s a problem?

Berig: Yes. In conservative flocks, they’re already uneasy about letting

outsiders in. Now their does are singing songs to the bucks!  How

scandalous. As a bard, it usually means I don’t get paid for my work, or

they kick me out after the first few days with the flock. It takes time and

money to visit flocks, and we need to spend at least a week to make up our

costs.

ToB: That is interesting. So how come we don’t see many bariaur bards?

Berig: Like I mentioned, most flocks would never pay to have someone else

play music for them. That there is an increase in bariaur bards is a sign

that our culture is in trouble, that there is a need for someone to

maintain the traditions. It’s usually the job of the shaman to maintain

tradition, but if shamans won’t adjust fast enough, say, to the bariaur

population in Sigil, then they will learn the old ways from the bards.

ToB: Does this bother you?

Berig: It’s nice having work and playing my music, but I never wanted to be

a shaman. That’s women’s work. No offense. You know Saldrin, in the ancient

flocks of Ysgard, does go topless.

ToB: That’s a coincidence, since my Shis draw said I would be meeting you.

I guess I don’t need it now. <smiling>

Tale of the Bariaur
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RCLs (Really Cool Ideas)


Greetings!

"Lady's Grace upon you all, my soon to be friends.  I am called quljIb in my 

native tongue, that of the tlhInganpu'.  It means "Firehair" as you may have 

noticed from my warrior's mane, and...what?!  You know not of the glory of 

the tlhInganpu', mightiest warriors of Ysgard?!  Well then, a round of 

bloodwine to you all as I tale the tale of my people from the beggining......"

As an avid fan of both sci-fi and fantasy (and admitidly, the line between 

the two blur frequently) I have oft puzzeled on this or that interesting 

idea, concept, etc.  Today, I had a vision; an epiphany as brilliant and 

sudden as the bolt of Thor's Hammer itself:  Klingons as a PS race!

What player wouldn't love to get his or her grubby little paws on a Klingon 

PC?  I know I certainly would.   How, you ask?  Simple.

Converting Klingons to AD&D

Ability Score Adjustments:
+2 Con, -1 Wis, -1Chr

Ability Score Range:

Str

8/18







Dex

2/18







Con

8/20







Int

5/18







Wis

2/17







Chr

2/17

Class Restrictions:

Warrior







Priest








Fighter



Unlim.


Kahless


13








Ranger

8





Other Power/

9








Paladin

10





Druid/Shaman
9








Gladiator*
Unlim.







Wizard







Rogue








Diviner

8





Bard


13








Transmuter
10








Elementalist
10








(Para- only)

*From the Dark Sun campaign setting.

Hit Dice:
As per class

Alignment:
Any, but tending toward Neutral Chaotic Good

Natural AC:
8 (see below)

The tlhInganpu'* are a warrior race of unknown origin, though it is theorized 

they are distantly akin to ogres or ogre-magi.  They are a proud and 

boisterous people who value honour above all.  Few befriend a Klingon at 

first meeting, but those who eventually do find them stalwart allies.  

Angainst their enemies, Klingons are ruthless and blood (just ask a Tribble!)

*(Pronounce the "tlh" like this:  Put your tongue in the position to say "t". 

 Now force the air around the side of your tongue and pull it back sharply.  

It should sound like the end syllable of  Ixichxitl.  Don't worry if any 

spittle escapes--you're doing just fine!)

Klingons come from a place called Qo'noS, often mispronounced "Kronos"; 

leading many a scholar to hypothosize they come from the rock under which 

Zeus is alleged to have trapped his father.   

"With Fire and Stell did the gods forge the Klingon Heart..."

The tlhInganpu' have no gods of their own; those powers were killed by their 

creations long ago (no one's sure just how).  They due, however, revere a 

number of other pantheons, most notably the Norse, Celtic, Mongolian, and 

Japanese powers residing is Ysgard.  In particular, they all pay homage to 

Kahless (qeyleS) the Unforgettable, said to be a proxy of Odin of Thor.  The 

highest acheivement a Klingon warrior can hope for is to be called to join 

Kahless in Sto-vo-Kor (Valhalla) among the Honoured Dead.

For those using the PO:S&P, here's what I have so far:

Klingons get 30 Character Points to distribute.

(Standard Abilities:  Head-Butt, Saving Throw Bonus, Tough Hide, Racial 

Weapon Bonus, Heightened Senses, Independent Mind, Color Blind)

Head-Butt (3)
Klingons have bony, ridged foreheads that they can use in 

combat.  A head-butt does 1d6=2/1d6 damage plus any strength/muscle bonus.  

(A Klingon without this ability still has a bony, ridged forehead--it just 

isn't effective in combat.)

Saving Throw Bonus (10)
Klingon is extremely resistant to 

poisening--especially from alchohol--and thus gains a bonus to his saving 

throw vs. poison as would a dwarf (+1 per 3 1/2 points of Con/Health).

Tough Hide (5)
The Klingon has a natural AC of 8.

Racial Weapon Bonus (5)
The Klingon has a +1 to hit and damage when using a 

batleH (described below) an may make an extra attack each round.

Health Bonus (3)
+1 to Constitution/Health sub-ability.

Stamina Bonus (3)
+1 to Constitution/Stamina sub-ability.

Endurance Bonus (3)
+1 to Strength/Endurance sub-ability.

Muscle Bonus (3)
+1 to Strength/Muscle sub-ability.

Willpower Bonus (3)
+1 to Wisdom/Willpower sub-ability.

Leadership Bonus (3) +1 to Charism/Leadership sub-ability.

Battle Fury (12)
Once per day the Klingon may enter a berserker rage.  

This ability cannot be taken more than three times.

Giant Slayer (12)  +2 to hit all giants/giant-kin and trolls/troll-kin.

Hard Bones (10)
The Klingon's skeleton is so dense that he takes only 

half-damage from bludgeoning and crushing blows.

Heightened Senses (5)  The Klingon's sense of smell and hearing are 

exceptional allowing him to track prey (food or otherwise) as a ranger.  

Rangers themselves double their Tracking scores.  In addition, if the Klingon 

concentrates for a full round, he has a 10% chance of detecting invisible or 

concealed objects/persons.

Independant Mind (12)  The Klingon has a +2 bonus to his saving throws 

against mind controlling spells/effects.

Honour of Kahless (+15)  The Klingon cannot knowingly perform a a 

dishonourable act.  Doing so could mean exile, or more likely death.

Color Blind (+10)  The Klingon can distinguish between red/orange and 

blue/green/yellow, but that's about it.  Any player with a Klingon character 

who doesn't have this disadvantage had better have a VERY good explanation!

The batleH (archaic spelling batlh'etlh), oft mispronounced "batleth" by 

others, is the quintessential Klingon weapon.  The word means "sword of 

honour" and there is no more revered weapon in the Klinogn arsenal.  The 

weapon is a crescent shaped blade about 3 1/2 feet long that tapers to four 

sharp tines which can trap an opponent's weapon or inflict serious wounds.  

The blade is sharpened along the inside edge and weilded in a circular motion 

some-what like an axe and some-what like a scythe, ruthlessly cutting down 

anything in its path.  There are three grips, one at the center and two 

flanking.  Less than five non-Klingons own a batleH, and of those, only the 

Godsman Jadzia Dax has ever mastered its use!

I welcome any and all comments.

David

Sailing the Astral Winds


I have recently been working on the design for an Astral Whaler to be used 

primarily by the Githyanki and as a basis for an eventual adventure. (BTW, 

does anyone have a spare copy of The Guide to the Astral Plane?)  A few ideas 

on ship design I've borrowed from what I can remember of Spelljamming; though 

I believe *my* designs to be better in that they can operate without the use 

of magic.  Let me explain:

Of primary concern to any ship builder is the ship's means of locomotion.  

Oars are impractical for use in the Astral, as there is little difference in 

the desity of the plane anywhere, and magical/mental propultion is far too 

taxing for long distance journeys.  That leaves sail power as the best method 

of travel.  And with any sailing ship, the first design feature we must 

consider are the sails.

Most spelljamming vessels or flying ships use rather fantastic, if not 

downright impractical, sail configurations; how some of them fly I'll never 

figure out.  In order to fly correctly, the sails MUST destribute motive 

force evenly, otherwise the ship will go spiraling of in wild directions and 

you'll get nowhere fast.  Also, the sail area must be sized to reflect the 

strength of available winds vs. the mass & shape of the vessel.   A ship 

traveling the void of wildspace has less windforce available than an Astral 

vessel.  Consequently it should have a greater sail area than its planar 

cousin, possibly with mirrored sails to take advantage of every ounce of 

solar pressure.  Those of you who watch Star Trek: DS9 may remember Sisko's 

Bajoran lightship.  THAT'S the kind of mass-to sail area ratio that WORKS.

The ship I'm presently designing--an Astral Whaler--is based loosely on the 

Weatherlight from WoTC's Magic: The Gathering expansion set of the same name, 

particularly in the sail department.  As I've designed it, the Whaler's sails 

"hang down" from four masts that radiate out from the sides of the ship near 

its centre of mass, forming a giant "X".  (A curiously unexplored feature of 

spelljammers is that the location of the 'gravity plane' is along or near the 

keel, past that invisible line gravity reverses.  Thus, a sail can "hang 

down" from a mast or yardarm extending "below the line" as it were.)  The 

individual masts are: "above the line", the port & starboard handmasts; and 

"below the line", the port & starboard footmasts. These beams are fixed, 

though they have some flexability to them.  Suspended from the masts on 

halyards are moveable beams, the gaffs and booms.  Traveling keelward from 

the handmasts they are: the handgaff, handboom, footboom, upper footgaff, and 

lower footgaff.  The handbooms & footbooms are not connected and can swing 

freely, independent of each other.  Strectched between the beams are the 

sails.  Traveling in the same direction as before, they are named:  

the handbatten (between the handmast & handgaff)


handsail (between the handgaff & handboom)


footsail (between the footboom & upper footgaff)


footbatten (between the upper & lower footgaffs)


keelraker (between the lower footgaff & footmast).

"Stretch yer sails to the keelrakers" means to travel at full sail.

The sails themselves are not solid pieces of cloth, but rather several 

individual strips reinforced with wood or mushroom stalks arrayed like a 

Venitian blind.  This configuration allows a ship to travel not just with the 

wind, but across and against it as well.

Here's how it works:  The individual strips--called wind battens--are strung 

"between the beams" on runnerlines and manipulated by means of tiltlines that 

close or open the battens like the aforementioned Venitian blind.  These 

tiltlines are divided into foretilts, that close the sails, and backtilts 

(sometimes called braketilts) that open them.  To sail with the wind is a 

simple matter of closing the sails with the wind at your back.  Trimming is 

accomplished by pulling on the backtilts, opening a few of the sails 

slightly.  This is called "spilling the sails" and can be used to suddenly 

halt a ship's foreward motion (thus the alternate name braketilts).

Sailing across the wind, the sails are closed tight, allowing to act as 

airfoils.  The wind is most often--but by no means always--positioned so that 

it blows down onto the deck, as this allows for the best pull.  Sailing into 

the wind is a tricky matter.  The wind battens are angled so that wind 

blowing through the handsails creates lift "upwards" away from the deck and 

wind blowing through the footsails creates lift "downwards" away from the 

keel.  This tension of forces is what drives the ship foreward.

Although steering can be accomplished with the mainsails alone, a great deal 

of a ship's balance and manouverability is contained in its steersails, also 

called the ruddersails.  These are vertically oriented sails located aft that 

act in concert to roll or yaw the ship to port or starboard.  The steersials 

are connected via a system of pulleys to a pair of tillers; the port side 

controlling the ventral steersail--the ruddersail, and the starboard side 

controlling the dorsal steersail--the tailfin or finsail.  Pulling back on 

the port siller moves the ruddersail to port; pushing foreward pulls the sail 

to starboard.  The situation is reversed for the starboard tiller--pull back, 

the finsail pulls to starboard; push foreward; the finsail pulls to 

starboard.  This results in the following commands:

"Split yer oars [tillers] to starboard!"--Turn to starboard by pulling back 

on the starboard tiller and pushing foreward on the port tiller.

"Split yer oars to port!"--Turn to port by pulling back on the port tiller 

and pushing foreward on the starboard tiller.

"Roll back (to starboard)!"--Pull back on both tillers, rolling the ship to 

starboard.

"Roll afore to port!"--Push foreward on both tillers, rolling the ship to 

port.

Still working on an efficient hull design; can't seem to reconcile the need 

for cargo space (it must be able to carry the meat and blubber of at least 

three or four whales, after all) with the need for a sleek hull that 

minimizes wind resistance.  I'd appriciate any suggestions.

David Joslyn

quljIb@cs.com

Undead Wyrm!


Hi there!

I've just DMed a kind of "solo-adventure" (prime world of Toril (FR))

for an elven blade singer PC.

He was recently slain by a Great Old Wyrm (female Fang Dragon), then

his body was rescued and resurrected by some priests he befriended.

Now, as the PC wanted revenge (and his items back ;) he wanted to go

back. He managed to get a mage (10th level) and a dwarven fighter (also

10th level) to go with him, and so they invaded the dragon's cave.

Of course, the dragon already awaited them. A big fight erupted, the

dwarf died, the mage fled with only about 2 or 3 hit points left, and the

elf also had a very hard time (he had MUCH healing magic with him,

otherwise he'd been dead soon... but even that magic was nearly all

used). The dragon, though, also only had 9 hit points left at the end.

Then, the elf used his chaos sword (a great but uncontrollable artifact

I invented... can be BIG fun sometimes :))) , which happened to send

rainbow beams around.

Due to a spell, one beam was sent back to the elf (just some damage).

The rest didn't do anything due to magic resistence. Except of one.

The one sending the victim to another plane of existence.

Well, I've made up a nice little chart for right such events, and so

I rolled on it.

Well.

There we had a Great Wyrm right in the Negative Energy Plane.

Since I didn't want to decide myself as what kind of undead the dragon

came back, I rolled on another chart I had for a spell of creating undead.

So, here we have an angry Great Wyrm Vampire.

I don't have the monstrous compendium here right now, but had the

stuff for a special vampire I created some time ago, and tried to remember

the "standard" using that stuff. Of course, this dragon vamp will NOT be

standard. Especially not thinking that he had a regeneration ability himself,

vampires have a regeneration ability, AND he was wearing a ring of

regeneration. I decided to let all this merge, so he now has REALLY

powerful regeneration abilities.

Okay, here's the stats (left ones original, right ones the vampire stats).

I'd love to have some suggestions for this, more ideas, etc.

Also, I need some story background; the vampire will SURELY want

some revenge (after all, he already killed the elf, and now he even managed

to send him to another plane, and SURELY has taken his hoard now!!!).

What could happen to have the dragon find the PC? How long could that

take? What plans might the dragon have? I already think about letting the

PCs meet the dragon lady again when they're on the Outer Planes. I

guess the PCs will get into the adventure to rescue the dwarf's soul from

Baator this weekend. They'll then get to Sigil, then back to Toril and then

to the Abyss (the last stuff in "For Duty&Deity").

Any suggestions or ideas?

Dragon's stats:                            Vampire dragon's stats:

IN: 12, Alignment: Chaotic Neutral         IN: 12, Alignment: Chaotic Evil

Age: 3.100 years                           Age: well, just "born" ;)

AC: -7, Magic Resistance: 70%              <- the same

Fear aura: 50m,                            <- the same

saving throw penalty: -4                    but even higher level

                                            characters will flee, not only

                                            get some penalties

Hit Dice: 17, HP: 95 (see below)           <- the same

THAC0: -3                                  <- the same

No. of Attacks: 4; important here is his bite attack. The fang

dragons don't have a breath weapon, but instead can suck life out

of their victims. If the victim doesn't succeed in a saving throw,

it loses (in this case) 24d4+12 hit points, permanently! Which

are gained by the dragon. Up to now, I only said the bite also

sucks 2 life levels in the vampire version, but I'd make up

something with the breath weapon ability instead. Something which

ALSO works if the saving throw is made.

BTW, the dragon already used that ability on the now-dead dwarf,

so he now has got 115 hit points.

His spells are (I only know German names, try to translate

them to English as good as possible..)

1. level: energy touch (the one which sends electric energy through

your opponent if you touch him), can cast this two times a day

2. level: flaming sphere, Melf's acid arrow

3. level: lightning bolt, fireball

4. level: wall of ice, fire shield

5. level: cone of cold

"Normal" dragon abilities:

Detect Magic, Read Magic, saving throw+1 against all spells directly

used against him, Shield (two times a day), Dispel Magic (once a day),

Reflect spells (7th level mage spell, once a day), Telekinetic

(two times a day)

Now, I made up this as his vampire abilites, though I'd love to

make them more "dragonlike":

1. +1 or better weapon to hit

2. Charm person, as normal vampire ability (by looking in the eyes)

3. Change self or take gaseous form, whenever desired

4. Read thoughts

5. Regeneration: 5 hit points per round

6. When he's killed, he assumes gaseous form, but still regenerates

5 hit points per round. When he's full again, he takes on corporeal

form again.

Magic items (fang dragons are considered to be especially able at

using them, and usually also do so):

1. Eyes of the Eagle (I made them special, so they even adapt to eyes

of the size of a dragon's)

2. Staff of Polymorphing (damn, the elf always made his saving throws ;))

3. Ring of Spells (those that can contain spells to be used later,

this one has: Improved Invisibility, Demi-Phantom Magic)

4. Talisman of the Drow (begins to glow red when drow are in a 50-feet

or so radius)

5. Necklace of Fire (always sucks up half damage when wearer

gets exposed to any fire damage)

In the original version, this beast already had an XP value of

16.000; this will become much more now, of course. Now, as said,

I'd be happy for any new ideas. Also, vampires are supposed to need

other people's life force to survive. I always loved the blood sucking,

but what could fit for it for such a giant dragon? He'd need to

make a real mess everytime he's thirsty ;-) Also, vampires are

supposed to always have one "special weakness", aren't they?

Thanks in advance for any help!

Bye,

Heiner

The Asuras: Psychological Influences


(A copy of this will be placed on my web site, after I finish redoing it.

Enjoy, and please send feedback to the list, good or bad.)

Of all the creatures of the Upper Planes, perhaps none are more interesting

to look at from a purely psychological standpoint as the asuras, the

"Fallen" of the Upper Planes. Sure, the archons, eladrin, aasimon, and

guardinals are interesting, but none of them have the inner torment that

goes through the mind of an asuras every moment of every day. Initially

created by being cast out of the more lawful of the Upper Planes, usually

Mount Celestia or Arcadia, but sometimes Bytopia, the mind of the asuras is

always with the past, always with their failure. While they'd like to deny

it, most asuras constantly go over their pasts, thinking of their failure to

eternal Law. They'd never admit it, of course, but the Asuras desire to

return to their lawful roots for than anything. At their hearts is a

creature of law and goodness together, no matter what outside gauze that

they have shielded themselves with to keep out the pain. In this document, I

shalll go over exactly what motivates the asuras, citing five steps of

psychological degradation, beginning even before they take on the form of

the asuras.

Doubt (pre-creation)

First and foremost among the psychological descent of the asuras is the

presence of something that its lawful creators, be they archons or aasimon,

had not expected. Perhaps the appearance of some sort of chaotic aspect:

overbearing emotion, a desire for free will, a concern for themselves over

their group. If found, the asuras-to-be can easily be set back on the right

track towards the perfect union of law and good. However, it'd be a lie to

say that the archon superiors are watching their underlings every moment of

every day. Sometimes the seed of chaos blooms right under their noses, and

then it's far too late to do anything about anything. The former archon or

aasimon is cast out of Mount Celestia, being dubbed 'asuras', and cast into

what the powers of Mount Celestia dub 'a wretched form.' Their feet become

bird talons, a constant reminder of the asuras's failure to ward off the

forces of chaos. These talons are extremely important in the mind of the

asuras (more on that later).

Why do these seeds of chaos appear in the mind of these asuras? Really, to

say that they can be predicted is a lie: the true chaos that occasionally

manifests itself in the mind of the archons can never truly be predicted.

Sometimes it's a failure to be as lawful or as good as their superiors.

Order isn't for everyone, and it'd be a lie to claim that any of the archons

(except perhaps the tome and throne ranks) are as lawful as they could be.

Usually, relatively new archons end up either sacrificing law for more

goodness or goodness for more law. The first is easier detected than the

second. Those archons that continue to disregard law for goodness either end

up branded by their brethren as "traitors" or ... they just disappear. I

will not speculate on the second: some things are better off not known.

However, those that are branded as "traitors" become the asuras. Some die on

their fall from the Holy Mount. These are the lucky ones.

Confusion (creation - 50 years)

When cast out, the newly-created asuras is scared. Frightened, and scared.

They've been cast into an unfamiliar form, been pronounced a traitor of

crimes that they knew nothing of, and been cast out of Mount Celestia (or

sometimes, Arcadia), the only home that they have ever known. They must walk

strange Planes that they know nothing about for eternity, never to be

allowed to return to their birthplace. Even though the archon tribunals

remove all vestiges of law from the asuras, the asuras is still a creature

borne of law, and it's the only thing that it gains pleasure from. It is for

this reason that so many newly-created asuras seek out the hosts of their

new brothers to fight for various powers. However, even though all the

asuras craves is law, it cannot be orderly. Call it some strange archon

curse, but every action that the asuras take is touched by chaos in some

way. This frustrates the newly-created asuras to no end: they desire order,

but they cannot create it.

In time, the newly created asuras begin to hate their bird taloned feet,

seeing them as marks of their failure. Some asuras attempt to pull their

talons out of their feet, to remove all traces of their failure from their

physical bodies. Some dress their feet in illusion, but they cannot erase

what it feels like from their bodies. Some attempt polymorph magics. These

fail, without exception. It is the curse of the asuras to forever wear their

taloned feet as a reminder of their fall from law; only by clinging to chaos

have they survived.

The new asuras is alien to many concepts that planars take for granted, the

most prevelant of these being evil. As an archon on Mount Celestia, they are

taught that "evil" is bad. But they don't really know what evil is, and the

asuras usually becomes quite overwhelmed by all the other strange ideas out

in the multiverse. They are more prone to run away from evil than to fight

it. In the beginning.

Desire for Acceptance (51 - 500 years)

Confused by everything out there in the multiverse, most asuras join up with

the heavenly asuras hosts of the Upper Planes. In doing this, they seek to

return to the regimented and military order that they lived their lives by

until their casting out. In serving with a heavenly asuras host, they do in

fact gain the military lifestyle that they lived by. However, it's not the

same. Everyone in the asuras company wants to be the hero, wants to strike

out at evil themselves, wants to be at the center of the host as it descends

upon evil. Only mutual respect keeps these egos in check, but the hosts are

not lawful in any sense of the word. They're groups of asuras that band

together to fight evil. That's it. Battles that the hosts get into are not

coordinated, and are complete free-for-alls, with the asuras tearing into

their enemies and believing that their goodness alone with sustain them.

Quite often, it is not.

In addition to fighting for the celestial hosts, the asuras occasionally

take their services to the courts of various Upper Planar powers throughout

the multiverse. In doing this, they seem to reestablish the relationship

they once had with the powers of the Holy Mount. The more chaotic powers

sometimes accept the asuras on a whim, but most neutrals will not, fearing

the inherent untrustworthiness of chaos. All of these relationships end in

disaster: the asuras are not stable enough to ever serve a power as a

completely loyal proxy or servant, because the asuras merely want to serve.

They do not want to believe.

Loss of Perspective (501 years - 1500 years)

After service to a number of celestial hosts and powers for a few hundred

years, the asuras is just as confused as when they started. They set out

looking for meaning, looking for something that would give them pleasure.

However, every they touch falls apart, and the order that they desire is

lacking. Their minds have begun to go unhinged. In order to hang on to their

sanity, they decide to cast aside the one thing that would give them

pleasure: law. They go out on their own, away from the asuras hosts and away

from the service of their powers. They decide to focus on goodness, and hope

that it will provide some sort of the inkling of the glory that they once

held back on Mount Celestia (or rarely Arcadia). It does not, but they keep

at it, because outside of law and order, the asuras has nothing else to turn

to. However, the asuras do not truly know what good is. They know only what

evil is, and they have the idea that it is good to seek out evil and slay

it.

They usually spend a thousand mortal years or so wandering the multiverse,

destroying whatever evil they happen to come across. Of course, what's

"evil" to them isn't exactly what "evil" would be to the normal person with

a well-developed sense of ethics. They look so hard to find evil, and when

they find something that might resemble wrongdoing, they pounce, hoping that

they will salvage some sort of joy from it. However, in goodness, they can

find no joy. Only the knowledge that what they do is right. Sadly, that is

not enough. However, asuras usually spend a thousand years of their eternal

lifetimes seeking out "evil" and destroying it. They are so quick to attack

that good-aligned tieflings or reformed fiends often do not have a chance to

explain their true nature: an asuras in this mental stage is one that judges

completely on face value, and little else.

Self-Realization (1501 years - death)

Usually fifteen hundred years after their creation, the asuras finally gets

a glimpse of true goodness and compassion. This always comes as a surprise

to them: they've been wandering the multiverse, killing whatever evil

creatures they came across, for so long that they can't remember exactly

what law or goodness is anymore. They have forgotten that good is not

defined as "not evil". This revelation can come from something so simple as

a flash of insight before they are about to commit another wanton murder. Or

perhaps they meet up with a guardinal who teaches them about the true nature

of goodness. It is a great shock for them to be told that they have lived a

lie for what seems like an eternity of mortal lives. What happens next

varies from asuras to asuras, and is usually dependent on their individual

personalities.

Some, infuriated that they have been living a lie and been doing evil when

they thought they were doing good, take their own lives. Regrettably, this

is the most common of the results. They simply can't live to face the

memories of their actions. Others see the error of their ways and desire

forgiveness from the gods of good. This is rarely given, but sometimes the

asuras finally realizes that it cannot define itself by superiors and

authority. These asuras go on to live a quiet life of introspection. And

finally, some continue in their bloody murders. They have learned that they

are doing evil, and they do not care. The thrill of murder has brought them

the joy that law never did, and their hearts are turned as black as their

deeds. Their outward forms twist, as well; before, only foot talons marred

their perfect visages. Now, their translucent wings become feathered and

misshapen. Bird talons grow out of their hands. Their eyes, once glowing the

purest gold, become red or green. Occasionally, they take on more birdlike

appearance, growing black feathers throughout their body... eventually, as

the evil takes hold of them, they resemble more bird than man. These

creatures fear the light and hide within the Lower Planes of Conflict,

killing any that come across it - good or evil.

Dave King (Heregul)

"Then spoke the thunder." - T.S. Eliot

      Dreams of Dreams: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

      ICQ #7235975

The Cant

All of these are taken from the back of the "Sigil and Beyond" handbook

that comes with the Planescape boxed set.

- -Addle-cove.  A not particularly friendly way to call someone an idiot.

- -Bar that.  An almost-polite way to say "shut-up" or "don't talk about

that."

- -Barmies.  The insane folks, especially those in Sigil, who've been

"touched by the impossible bigness of the planes.

- -Basher.  A neutral reference to a person, usually a thug or fighter.

- -Berk.  A fool, especially one who got himself into the mess when he should

have known better.

- -Birdcage.  A cell or anything that compares to it.

- -Bleaker.  A faction, one of those despondent members of the Bleak Cabal.

- -Blinds.  The dead-ends of the Mazes, it also means anything impossible or

hopeless, as in, "He'll hit the blinds if he tries lying to the factol.

- -Blood.  Anyone who's an expert, sage, or professional at his work.

- -Bob.  The business of cheating someone, whether it's of their cash,

honor,or trust.

- -Bone-box.  The mouth, named because of its teeth, fangs, or whatever. 

"Stop rattling your bone-box," is telling a berk to lay off the threats or

bragging.

- -Bub.  Booze, wine, or ale that's usually cheap and barely drinkable.

- -Bubber.  A drunk, especially if he, she, or it has fallen on hard times.

- -Burg.  Any town smaller than Sigil, either in size or spirit--at least

that's how folks from Sigil see it.  Other bodies don't always agree.

- -Cage, The.  This is a common nickname for Sigil, used by locals.  It comes

from Birdcage, so it's a pretty harsh judgment on the place.

- -Case.  House or place where a cutter lives.

- -Chaosmen.  A nickname of the Transcendent Order, because most folks don't

know what they're talking about.

- -Cipher.  A faction nickname of the Transcendent Order, because most folks

don't know what they're talking about.

- -Clueless, The.  The folks who just don't get it, usually primes.  Use this

on a planar and it's likely there'll be a fight.

- -Chant, The.  An expression that means news, local gossip, the facts, the

moods, or anything else about what's happening.

- -Cross-trade.  The business of thieving, or anything else illegal or shady.

- -Cutter.  A term that refers to anybody, male or female, that a person

wants.  It does suggest a certain amount of resourcefulness or daring, and

so it's a lot better than calling somebody a berk.

- -Dark.  Anything that's a secret is said to be a dark.  

- -Dustmen.  One of the factions of Sigil.  They believe everybody's dead.  

- -Fated, The.  A faction of the planes which holds that if they've got

something, it's because it belongs to them.  This doesn't always sit well

with others.

- -Garnish.  A bribe, as in "Give the irritating petty official a little

garnish and he'll go away."

- -Give 'em the laugh.  Escape or slip through the clutches of someone. 

Robbing a tanar'ri's house and not getting caught is giving him the laugh.

- -Give the rope.  What happens to condemned criminals who don't manage to

give the law the laugh.  Usually thieves are only folks who use this term.

- -Godsmen.  A faction of the planes that believes everybody's got the chance

to be a power.

- -Guvner.  A faction in Sigil that believes knowing physical lws will give a

cutter power over everything.  Not the kind of folks to argue logic with.

- -Harmonium.  A faction of the planes.  "Do it our way or now way," could be

its' slogan.

- -High-up man.  This is what everybody--man, woman, and thing--in Sigil

wants to be:  somebody with money and influence.  Factols are automatically

considered high-up men.  It's bad form to call one's self this; it's a

phrase others bestow.

- -Indeps.  A faction of the planes whose members live their lives as they

please, with no allegiance to others.  Some folks figure that makes them

untrustworthy right there, but they're pretty useful as mercenaries.

- -Jink.  The goal of the poor:  money or coins.  "That's going to take a lot

of jink!" for an expensive bit of garnishing.

- -Kip.  Any place a cutter can put up his feet and sleep for a night,

especially cheap flophouses in the Hive or elsewhere.  Landlords of good

inns get upset if a fellow calls their place a kip.

- -KNIGHT OF THE POST or KNIGHT OF THE CROOS-TRADE.  A thief, cheat, and a

liar--clearly not a compliment unless, of course, that's what the basher

wants to be.

- -LEAFLESS TREE.  The gallows, which is where some berks wind up after

they've been scragged.

- -LEATHERHEAD.  A dolt, a dull or thick-witted fellow.  Use it to call

somebody an idiot.

- -LOST.  Dead.  "He got lost," means he ain't coming back witout a

"resurrection."

- -LOST, THE.  A faction of the planes, properly called the Athar.  Its

members hold that ther are no true powers.  The local priests would like to

see them get lost, like the meaning above.

- -MAZES, THE.  The nasty little traps the Lady of Pain creates for would-be

dictators.  It's also come to mean any particularly well-deserved

punishment, as in, "It's the Mazes for him and I can't say I'm sorry."

- -MERCYKILLERS.  A faction of the planes that believes there is an absolute

justice.

- -MUSIC.  A price a cutter usually doesn't want to pay, but has to anyway. 

"Pay the music or you'll never find your way out of here."

- -OUT-OF-TOUCH.  Outside the Outer Planes.  A body who's on the Elemental

Plane of Water is "out-of-touch."  This vernacular comes from Sigil, which

is considered to be the center of the multiverse by those who adopted this

phrase.

- -OUT-OF-TOWN.  Like the phrase above, this one's used by Sigilians to

describe a body who's on the Outlands.

- -PEEL.  A swindle, con, or a trick is a peel.  It's often used as a verb. 

Peeling a tanar'ri is usually a bad idea.

- -PEERY.  Suspicious and on one's guard.  What a basher should be if he

thinks he's going to get peeled.

- -PIKE IT.  A useful, all-purpose phrase, as in, "Take a short stick and

pike it, bubber."

- -PUT IN THE DEAD-BOOK.  Dead.  Some people have others "put in the

dead-book."

- -SCRAGGED.  Arrested or caught.

- -SENSATES.  Nickname for the Society of Sensation, a faction.  Its members

believe life's got to be experienced to be understood.

- -SIGNERS.  A faction nickname for the Sign of One.  Its members figure

everybody is the center of their own universe.

- -SOD.  An unfortunate or poor soul.  Use it to show sympathy for an unlucky

cutter or use it sarcastically for those who get themselves into their own

mess.

- -TURN STAG.  To betray somebody or use treachary.  Saying "he's turned

stag" is about the worst thing that can be said about a cutter.

That's it.  I know that other's have been published as more PS material

comes out, but I'm a pretty slow typist so this is all yer' gettin'!  Hope

it comes in handy.

- -Stealth

A Brief History of the Multiverse

(I believe that this little piece will inspire a good deal of discussion on

the list.  Write back to the list with any feedback at all: I'd be curious

to see what people think about this, moreso than with my other stuff)

(The "Priminals" mentioned below are unknown to me; supposedly the oldest

text claim them to be monkey-like beings with powerful magical abilities.

Given the prevalence of monkeys in Prime creation myths, there might be

something to this imagery. They are the counter to the baernaloths and

powerful lords of goodness that have vanished.)

I have pieced together the following history based on what I percieve to be

the history of the multiverse from an Upper Planar perspective. For a lower

planar aspect, cutters are directed towards the boxed set Hellbound: The

Blood War.

The Beginning: The planes are formed; out of the respective fogs of primal

good and evil emerge the Priminals and the Baernaloths. Both begin to hatch

their own scheme, desperate to destroy the other force because it is a

primal need and urge within them. The baernaloths begin to engineer the

construction of the yugoloth castes, while the priminals gain the

inspiration for a race of servants aimed toward the ultimate triumph of good

with a shifting and reactionary caste system. It is unknown which of the

races came up with the idea for a race of servants first, although it is

suspected that the baernaloths were the first. The priminals, seeing a caste

system as too constraining should the future go poorly, seek to adapt,

taking a passive role, as their creations will soon do. In the beginning,

only the guardinal species of cervidal is known. Then, as curiosity for the

exploration or knowledge develops, the avorals, ardeidals, and ursinals are

created. The ursinals act as students of the priminals, learning great

truths about the multiverse. The guardinal species of equinal, lupinal, and

leonal are completely unknown for many millenia.

Planar Waterways: The River Styx and the River Oceanus begin to emerge as

the good and evil of the priminals and baernaloths begins to blossom in its

natural environment. The River Styx soon becomes a raging torrent as the

evil of the baernaloths swells, but the River Oceanus merely seems to grow

calmer and more tranquil as the good of the priminals grows.

Creation of the Guardinals and Yugoloths: The guardinals, less dedicated

towards a rigid caste system dedicated to teaching specific lessons of

goodness, are created first by the priminals, the first cervidals emerging

out of the fields of Elysium. This causes the baernaloths to step up with

their schedules in creating the yugoloth race. However, the yugoloth caste

system has been put into place when the first mezzoloths emerge from the

Grey Waste: the guardinals have only one form, due to the reactionary nature

that the Priminals created them with. Satisfied that their creations would

be adequate to deal with the challenges ahead because of their ability to

react to the circumstances around them, many of the Priminals vanish, with

only a few remaining to guide the guardinals until the time that they know

is coming in the future when their creations shall meet the creations of the

baernaloths.

Corruption of the Gehreleths: As the first yugoloths are just beginning to

ascend towards the rank of ultroloth, the baernoloth known today as Apomps

creates the gehreleths. Because of the inherent chaos in these creations, he

is cast out of his brethren. He escapes to Carceri, plotting revenge. His

gehreleths are then refined into a twisted mockery of the caste of the

yugoloth races. Where the yugoloth castes teach the 'loths to ascend in the

arts of trickery and scheming, the gehreleth castes are created to teach the

'leths only infinite hatred for the yugoloths.

The Casting of Law and Chaos: The first ultroloth, the General of Gehenna,

purifies its race of all vestiges of law and chaos using the Heart of

Darkness. He then creates the tanar'ri and the baatezu from the remaining

energies, and herds them off to their respective planes of the Abyss and

Baator. It is unknown why the yugoloths, creatures created by purest evil

with a purity of evil essence, would contain vestiges of law and chaos in

them. Perhaps the baernaloths forsaw the need for the baatezu and tanar'ri

in the future.

The Barrier Races: Having heard about the purification of the yugoloths, the

eldest of the guardinals (cervidals) study long and hard about what to do in

light of the prospect of a new, more powerful and relatively unified

yugoloth race. The ursinals (and a few of the remaining priminals) decide to

use Law and Chaos themselves. By diluting the power of goodness with law or

chaos, the guardinals could so swell the number of good creatures in the

multiverse. This would deter the yugoloths from attacking. They do not know

of the already-growing baatezu and tanar'ri species. Some guardinals create

elaborate rituals to harness the power of Law to create the first archons

from Celestian petitioners. Others figure out how to draw the passions of

Arborea and likewise infuse them into Arborean petitioners. The guardinals

pass down the knowledge of creating new celestials from petitioners to the

new archons and eladrin, and allow the two species to develop outside their

influence.

The Books of Keeping: Convinced that the Yugoloths are far too powerful to

be defeated by the forces of good, one of the remaining Priminals begins to

write down everything it knows that could possibly be used against the

yugoloths. This includes the procedures to summon and bind even the most

powerful of the race. He does not include the baernaloths in this book,

knowing full well that his servants would be no match for them, and that

contact with the baernaloths could even turn guardinals to evil. The

priminal intends for these tomes will be distributed throughout the Upper

Planes in the hopes that the knowledge should be enough to combat the

growing evil. However, Apomps himself catches wind of this scheme and sends

a large attack force to the Priminal's tower in Elysium. The gehreleths

manage to easily break into the plane and kill the Priminal. The Priminal

had only created ten such books, calling them the "Books of Protection". The

gehreleths manage to steal six of them (the other four were already

distributed throughout Elysium) and retreat back to Carceri, where a

yugoloth squadron is waiting for them. The yugoloths manage to seize four of

these books, with the other two hidden forever in the ice of Agathys. The

dergholoth commander orders the Books of Keeping to be given to him, but his

mezzoloth underlings refuse, and turn on each other. Each critically

wounded, the four books are split into four seperate directions as the

mezzoloths vanish into the darkness of the Lower Planes. Eventually, the

inward evil of the very knowledge contained in the "Books of Protection"

turns them into dark volumes made out of the skin of various Lower Planar

creatures. It is rumored that the General of Gehenna manages to find one of

these books, and so protects himself from those that would overthrow him.

The Fall of Triel the Archon: The tome archon Triel is cast out of Mount

Celestia for falling into the trap of corruption and evil. Actually, it's

not so much that he became evil: the archons found him far too lawful for

even their tastes: he had no good in him, and there was a distinct trace of

evil. So they judged him guilty of treason, and he would have ended up like

a normal archon had he not fled himself. He found his way to Baator, where

he called himself "Baazelbub", attempting to forget what he had been through

in the past. He rose to the power level of Lord of the Nine because of the

sheer fact that he was so much more knowledgeable about the multiverse than

the other young beings in Baator. The archons erase all memory of him from

their records and minds: it is as if they have willingly forgotten about

their servant that went astray. He does not forget about Mount Celestia,

though, and begins devising a plan so that he will be able to return to his

former home in triumph. Eventually, he decides upon architecture: if he can

build the perfect city (perfect in every way), the archons of Mount Celestia

will have no choice but to take him in again. This begins as a casual act,

but later becomes an obsession.

The Traveler's Way: Upon the murder of the Priminal that first penned the

Books of Keeping, the guardinals see that their home Plane of Elysium is

very susceptable to invasion by evil. Using great magics, they manage to

construct the "traveler's way" of Elysium, powering their spells with the

waters of the Oceanus.

The Aasimon: Strange beings on the planes known as "powers" create the

aasimon in the image of the guardinal-spawned archons. Unlike the archons,

though, the aasimon are little more than servants: proxies for the divine

will of their masters. The guardinals dislike these new creations, as they

fragment the cause of good even further than they had already split it on

purpose. However, the aasimon tend to stick their home realms, so they are

not as much as a factor.

Upper Planar Diplomacy: The archons and eladrin meet for the first time. To

the surprise of the guardinals, they do not get along as well as they had

hoped: law and chaos create hostility even between the forces of good. The

ursinals step forward to facilitate diplomacy between the two sides,

creating the tenuous peace that continues even to today.

The Maeldur Et Kavurik: The baernaloths capture the first Solar and "tell

him things that no creature of purity should know." In essence, it is

changed into a living teleportation matrix and secured within the towers of

Gehenna, where he transports the baatezu, tanar'ri, and yugoloths across the

infinite planes.

The Baernaloths Vanish: The baernaloths, for a long time the ultimate force

in evil, withdraw to let their creations do their bidding. They vanish into

the Wastes as the number of ultroloths swell. This swelling in the upper

ranks can be directly linked to the purification of the yugoloths: some of

the species found their natures conflicted or changed from what they once

knew. And some were acting; these become the initial advisors of the General

of Gehenna.

Corruption of the Guardinals: The tanar'ri and baatezu stumbles upon Elysium

and lay waste to whomever they find there. Because of the Traveler's Way,

they do not get very far, but words of their actions spread throughout

Elysium. Before, the only major invasion was that of the gehreleths, and

that was not widely known. These invasions do become widely known, and the

guardinals for the first time know evil. Some wish to return to innocence,

but find themselves unable, and become the equinals. Others develop a hatred

for the evil that they cannot understand, and become the lupinals. However,

only after the discovery of evil in the multiverse did the mightly leonals

arise. Ignatius, one of the most wise of the ursinals, takes to studying

exactly what 'evil' is. He virtually entombs himself within the mountains of

Eronia, dedicated to figuring out exactly what "evil" could be, exactly. He

does not emerge for a few millenia.

The Last of the Priminals Vanish: The last of the remaining priminals vanish

from Elysium. It is unknown where they vanish to, but like the baernaloths,

they realize that their creations must guide themselves for the time being.

The Blood War Begins: The tanar'ri and baatezu, both fully grown, meet for

the first time. The Blood War begins in ernest, with the baatezu fighting

the tanar'ri and the yugoloths acting as sellswords and mercenaries to

either side in order to increase their own power and influence. The

guardinals hear about the conflict first, and the revelation that there are

two new races of fiends prompts them to begin to rethink their plans. In

time, many see the war as a boon, something keeping the War from the Upper

Planes. This is before the baatezu and the tanar'ri discover the archons and

eladrin, and vice versa.

The Intervention of the Celestials: The baatezu and the tanar'ri invade the

Upper Planes, and the archons, eladrin, and aasimon learn for probably the

first time of such creatures. They tear towards the Lower Planes, destroying

everything in their path, smiting tanar'ri and baatezu alike as the Blood

War continues to rage. Then, the tanar'ri and baatezu unite to destroy the

celestial meddlers. The archons and eladrin retreat to their respective

planes, and the guardinals fear that the tanar'ri and baatezu will continue

around the Great Ring by the will of their yugoloth masters. For some

reason, however, they do not - perhaps the devisive nature of evil is more

powerful than the guardinals had hoped. The guardinals work in secret to

help the archons and eladrin rebuild their races. Both races swear to

destroy either the tanar'ri or the baatezu. This does not do much for the

relationships among the Upper Planar beings, but due to their heavy losses,

there is very little confrontation between the archons and eladrin for

several centuries, during which the Blood War wages on without intervention

from any force save the yugoloths. During the time that the celestials lay

waste to the Lower Planes, the guardinals sit, trying to figure out what had

gone wrong with their creations. Only later do they realize that diluting

the pure force of good with Law and Chaos was a mistake, but they can then

do nothing.

Creation of the Quesar: Seriously weakened by their failed campaign against

the fiends, the aasimon of the Upper Planes mold the quesar out of the mud

of the swamps of Belierin, the third layer of Elysium. They give it the life

of the plane, but the quesar are not content to serve. Borne of Elysium,

they could not accept being slaves to the aasimon as the aasimon were slaves

to their deities. Eventually, the aasimon abandon their creations and the

quesar go off to begin existences of their own.

The Asuras: Because the rituals for creating archons from petitioners were

not made by creatures of law, it is inevitable that some would fall through

the cracks. These are the asuras, cast out of Celestia by the archons for

failing to be as lawful and as good as their superiors. However, the archons

do not realize that they themselves are flawed creations: as creations of

neutrality, they cannot truly ever grasp the perfection of total law mixed

with total goodness. Sadly, those that would seek to adhere to the nature of

their original creators are punished and condemned to walk the multiverse as

'asuras'.

The Petitioners: The baatezu and tanar'ri learn for the first time what the

celestials have known for countless centuries: that petitioners can be

remolded into new forms, combinations of law and chaos with good and evil.

This makes both sides virtually heedless of their losses in the Blood War:

they no longer need fight a careful war where casualties matter. This makes

the fiends even more dangerous for the Upper Planes, and signs of strife

begin to show again between the archons and eladrin.

The Sealing of Belierin: The guardinals, in one of their Great Quests for

Goodness, come upon the Hydra of Legend near Faunel. The Hydra has been

laying waste to anything in its path. Hordes of lupinals, equinals, and

leonals descend upon the creature, but there is no killing it. For each head

that gets cut off, another grows back, stronger than the next. The battle

rages for weeks until the Leonal Prince Sevini decides upon a desperate

scheme. The remaining guardinals teleported the hydra to Belierin and sealed

the layer with powerful magic. Thus began the isolation of the third layer

of Belierin: all the petitioners that lived there were politely asked to

leave, and they did. The hydra was trapped within an infinite prison, and as

time passed, people forgot about Belierin (call it some more guardinal

magic). Other prisoners eventually joined the Hydra within Belierin, but

many of them were hunted down and slain by the Monster of Legend.

Prince Talisid: The ursinal Ignatius finally emerges from his studies deep

in Eronia. He has spent at least seven milennia in study, attempting to

discover exactly what the true nature of evil was. When he emerges, he has

been successful. He discovered, after studying a "Book of Protection"

thoroughly, the reason that evil acts as it does: because it cannot accept

their position in the multiverse. He declares this to Elysium, and the

reaction is mixed: many of the younger guardinals do not understand it, and

even the eldest cannot comprehend why someone would deliberately choose to

act evil. However, the ursinal Ignatius is truly the first of his race to

understand exactly what evil is. The guardinals, although created by the

priminals to be versatile, could not truly understand what evil was.

Ignatius had discovered this: the first of his race to understand evil. He

ascends beyond the rank of leonal, to the level of most demigods. His

discovery wins him influence all over, and he is dubbed "Talisid", which

means in some ancient forgotten language, "Discoverer."

Mortals on the Planes: The first mortal planeswalkers enter the Outer

Planes, oblivious to the struggles that the celestials have made in the

past. So many of them attempt to embrace the aasimon and archons as their

god-images from the Prime, but they are quite often rebuffed, claimed as

"impure." Some others, however, are deemed "worthy" and begin to father and

mother children borne of the Heavens; the aasimar. At the same time,

tieflings begin to appear in abundance throughout the Lower Planes and

beyond. The eladrin take it upon themselves to protect the mortals and their

freedom of choice in the city, while the archons attempt to lead them

towards the path of lawful thinking. The asuras see only their potential for

evil, and the aasimon see only their potential for the worship of their

powers. The guardinals attempt to lead the mortals towards embracing good

and rejecting evil. They are not always successful.

The Brothers of Purity: While the current incarnation of this sect is known

as the "Guardians", they were first known on the planes as the Brothers of

Purity. Basically, they were a bunch of mortals that found the guardinals

and enjoyed their way of life. Some decided to relax. Some decided to fight

forever to protect their paradise. After about fifteen hundred years, the

guardinals themselves subtely disband the official organization (as they

prefer their mortal admirers to not feel bound by an organization).

Throughout the years, other such organizations sprung up, only to be calmly

put down by the guardinals, claiming themselves undeserving of flattery.

However, they really see members of these sects as powerful forces for

goodness, and quite often recruit them personally for missions against evil.

The Exploitation of the Prime: As the fiends descend on the Prime to cull

its souls for their unholy armies, so do the celestials. Many eladrin travel

by themselves to protect mortals from the influence of the fiends and the

archons. The archons and aasimon appear as religious leaders, as messiahs,

and as saviors. The guardinals do not primarily appear to influence

(although they do, to some extent), mainly to observe. Because they are not

spawned from petitioners, they have no overwhelming desire to gain more

mortal souls to swell their numbers (although more good mortal souls are

always welcomed). Some of the avoral head to the Prime to explore its many

worlds. However, most of the archons, aasimon, and other celestials that

make themselves known on the Prime end up dead, slain either by xenophobic

Prime citizens or by "demons" that got presence of a "messiah" on earth. The

Rilmani also travel to observe, but rarely act, if at all.

The Faerie Queen: Shailiana, the current Faerie Queen of the Eladrin, is

captured by baatezu in the service of Prince Levistus. He demands the ransom

of a thousand eladrini souls for her safe return. The eladrin comply (not as

a group; each volunteers as an individual), and Levistus goes along with his

side of the bargain: with the minor detail that the Faerie Queen has been

tortured to the brink of insanity and implanted with various

baatezu-engineered... creatures (it's rumored that Levistus first engineered

the spinal leech for this occasion). She rules for a few years, giving out

mad decisions and having random fits of anger, violence, depression, and

sorrow. Eventually, Shailiana is slain by her right-hand ghaele knight, who

then kills himself in order to preserve his honor. There is a power vacuum

for a while before the tuliani Naizewen ascends to power. She rules for

about two years.

Naizewen: The culmination of the baatezu's devious plot was when the baatezu

managed to place a puppet of theirs on the throne of the eladrin. Naizemen

was originally a tulani in the right-hand service of her Faerie Queen; when

it was discovered that she had been captured, she was among the first to

offer herself as ransom. The baatezu then quite happily removed her mind and

replaced it with the brain of an erinyes. She was not the first of their

test subjects: they tried unsuccessfully first on a shiere knight, then on a

noviere. Eventually, they perfected the process, and slowly but surely

reworked every organ in Naizewen's body in their own grotesque manner. In

the end, she was a perfect replica of the one who left... she was just

completely and totally given into evil. An evil that was masked by powerful

alteration magic. Naizewen was a Faerie Queen of the worst kind: cruel,

harsh, arrogant. Eventually, a shiere knight managed to discover her dark

secret, but knew that slaying her would accomplish nothing. Instead, he

managed to expose the truth about what their Faerie Queen was. The eladrin

were in disbelief: how could this be? Some believed the "rogue knight", and

some did not. In the end, eladrin turned against eladrin, fighting for the

favor of their Faerie Queen. The Faerie Queen found her secret revealed to

her closest advisors in her inner sanctum in the forests of Arvandor... in

the end, her fiendish nature could not be denied. She had been catching

squirrels and other small animals and drinking their blood for substance:

she could not stand the flowery wine and airy food of the eladrin as

sustanence for her fiendish pallette. The tulani noble Morwel slays their

fiendish ruler, and becomes Faerie Queen herself. She grants pardons to all

those who found against the evil, and Arborea becomes safe to travel again.

Malagard: The city of Malapyrmi (City of Perfection) is deemed by Triel the

Fallen to be "imperfect", due to a flaw in the alignment of the heights of

the towers in the city. Builders abandon it in favor of a new site, where

Triel orders them to begin construction of the new designs of Malagard, the

City of Triumph. Construction on Malagard continues for a good deal longer

than anyone has anticipated.

The Death of Orcus: Orcus, tanar'ri lord of death and suffering, is slain by

the drow demigoddess Kiaranselee, who immediately takes over his realm and

begins plotting against Lolth.

The Yugoloths Reign in their Brethren: Unwitting mortal pawns follow the

plots of their yugoloth puppetmasters, and managed to douse the Maeldur Et

Kavurik within the waters of the River Styx. The yugoloths spread chant that

they will return the teleport without error power to any fiend that swears

unholy allegiance to the yugoloths. The guardinals, watching from Elysium,

are terrified. They can do not such similar thing to their creations the

eladrin and archons. The wisest ursinals and leonals begin to confer about

what to do; action must be taken quickly before the yugoloths can do

anything. Some advocate finding and slaying the Maeldur, but that plan has

too much of a tendency for danger: what if the baatezu and tanar'ri could

trace the action back to them?

Tenebrous: Orcus returns from the dead as the undead power Tenebrous and

kills a number of powers before being destroyed by the power of the Last

Word.

The Disappearance of Prince Talisid: Prince Talisid, the wisest of the

leonals, vanishes from Elysium. It is said that he has gone to find the

remaining Priminals in order to learn how to create more of his species and

swell their numbers so that can adequately deal with the threat of the

yugoloths. Prince Sevini rules in absentia, but he does not know as much as

Talisid, despite being his elder.

The Faction War: Sigil, known to the guardinals as a multiversal hub of

apathy, indifference, and evil, undergoes a brutal war between

political-minded factions. Hundreds are slain in meaningless battles over

control of Sigil. What celestials do exist in the city are divided: the

guardinals attempt to stop the war, while some of the archons and eladrin

even take sides to destroy what fiends they can.

Present Day: The present day.

Dave King/Heregul

"Then spoke the thunder." - T.S. Eliot

      Dreams of Dreams: http://home.worldnet.att.net/~heregul

      ICQ #7235975

Portal Polo


Ok, all you hoof cutters, line up along that gutter, careful of that ooze

puddle.

Good.

Welcome to the fourth annual Sigil Portal Polo Camp, where bariaur bucks,

and a few centaur <nodding>, from across the planes come to learn advanced

Portal Polo skills.  My name is Striker, Jerek Sap'ne, of the Mennankor

flock of Ysgard, the best Portal Polo players in the Multiverse, as you all

know. I have been chosen by the Grand Council of Ysgard to teach you hoofers

how to properly play this sacred game. I know some of you are from The

Outlands, Arborea, or other places that claim to play Portal Polo, but let

me tell ya stink-hoof, this is the real thing.

Over the next several weeks, you will learn the proper way to play this

important game. But most importantly, you will learn to play well.

You, berk, grab that burlap sack behind you. Ok, now look inside. What do

you see?  Alright, no need to be squeamish here. Someone help him clean

himself up. That, berk, is a standard Portal Polo "ball." As you see, in

that sack is your common hill giant head. Never knew that, didja? Probably

thought it was some twine or somethin'. They aren't all as ripe as that one

though; you gotta cut 'em pretty soon after you fell the brutes, otherwise

they start to decay and rot, like this one here. Normally we don't play with

ones this ripe, but we can't be too choosy - we're gonna be smackin' quite a

few balls this week. Any riper and it won't go in.

You, tiny, smiling goat, grab that head by the hair. Ok, now open the mouth.

You see?  There's a leaf of razorvine sitting on its tongue. This is a key

to a portal across the street to The Abyss. Now before you start wetting

yourselves, remember, it's the ball that's going to The Abyss, not you. As

long as you make sure you put the key on the giants tongue and don't carry

one with you, you're perfectly safe. I've heard plenty of stories of

clueless hoofers who followed the ball into the portal. Bad idea. When

you've got a portal to the EPF, we've got a roast on our hands, and burnin'

flesh does nothin' for my appetite <he winks at the centaur>.

So why the head? My wife asks me this, so I had to find out, or she'll never

shut up. It turns out that the shamans had a difficult time leading the

spirits of these dead brutes to the right plane. It seems there's a natural

hostility between the spirit of the shaman and the giants, and when you slay

a few dozen giants in one day, that's a lot of spirit guidin' with some real

berked off spirits, or so I'm told.

The solution to this problem was to remove the heads from the brutes and

place them on other planes.  This is a real drag, and not much fun, and it

tends to take away from the joy of battle. So the early hoofers who had to

deal with this started makin' a game out of it, you know, like how we tend

to make games out of our chores to make them bearable. They figured out how

to kick them through the portals with gate keys. Apparently, if the head is

fresh enough, the portal thinks a real cutter is going through. So they

figured the spirit must be in the head. Some fiends actually eat the brains

to prevent the spirit from haunting them. We think this is more civilized

and much more fun.

So after a while it got kind of boring as one team kept kicking heads into

the portal. They had to make rules to keep it interestin'.  The first thing

they did was find a use for those "sacred" gada clubs that our ancestors

kept. I mean, who wants to go into battle with a club?  Give me a k'ton or

broad sword any day. Anyway, they ruled that the club was the only way to

move the ball around. You can't kick it, head butt it, or pick it up, and

magic is totally inconceivable. You can only use the club. Oh yeah, and you

can smack your opponents with the club if you like, but you can't raise the

club above your waist. After all, that's another game, we want to play

Portal Polo! <cheers from the line of bariaur>

Ok, pipe down. So they've got these sacred clubs that are called semas'

koraba, or spirit chasers. This brings me to a funny story: a group of barmy

Guvners from Sigil once came to Ysgard to study the game. We told them the

spirit chaser clubs were named after the fiends that hunt in The Abyss!

That really set them off!  One wrote a huge book on the subject. Yeah, my

wife uses this huge tome to crush barbazu fern. Big heavy thing.

Oh yeah, so the offense gets five shots at the portal before it's the other

sides turn. This means five actual shots that come within, oh ten feet or

so, of the portal. After the first five shots, the other side gets their

chance to send the spirit onward as the shaman likes to say. Now some of you

Sigil hoofers have this strange rule about goals. You say the first one to

ten wins. What a stupid idea! Why in Muspelheim would you want to stop at

ten?!! The game ends when you're out of balls. Simple. No excuses, no

"time-outs" for injuries, no herb tea breaks, no "my wife is callin' me."

The game ends when the heads are gone. Do you want to sleep next to some

stinky, foul mouthed, cross-eyed, slope headed, no good, nappy haired berk

of a giant??!! <cries of no!>

I didn't think so. Well that's what'll happen in this camp if you don't

score enough. Where are your horns? Let's see who here is a doe and who is a

buck?  You there, the one pickin' the puke from your beard.  Where ya from?

Arborea?  Only two things come from Arborea, the hornless and hollyphants,

and I sure don't see no trunk on your ugly snout. Now grab that ball and

smack it through the doorway of that there pub and show us you ain't a doe.

Yeah, I see the ugly cornugon; don't miss or we'll have to make one more

ball for tonight's practice.

Yeah! Nice shot. There's nothin' like Lower Ward training to bring out the

best in a berk.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

the Dark of the Illithid Empire 


I wrote this more than a year ago and posted it here, this was written before

the Illithiad came out and for the most part is based on my wild speculation.

All of the creatures mentioned below are found in the Monstrous Manual, PS MC's, SJ setting, and one obscure creature from the Kara-Tur MC.

Looking into the Dark of the Illithid Empire

 Perhaps today in this phase of time you might ask, "What's the soddin big deal

with all those Mind Flayer Rubes?"  Other than the fact that it is in fact you

that happens to be the rube, the deal is this...  The Illithids have vast power

at their potential, and control untold numbers of worlds through out the

prime's crystal spheres.  While those encountered outside their territory seem

few in number and hardly enough to be a significant threat, there's one thing

that remains true is that everyone of them is potentially quite dangerous.

 And here's one thing that will frighten you berk...  The Illithids had far

more power than they have in the past.  Back in those time the Illithids were a

huge empire, they not only controlled a huge portion of the prime, they also

rules in the Astral and Ethereal planes.  You see that Eladrin and Ba'atezu,

Archon and Tanar'ri, Modron and Slaadi alike were threatened by the Illithid

Empire.  This very ancient empire had the power to make the residents of the

planes beyond the Astral and Ethereal to be peery of them.

 I'll try to attempt answering some of the questions of the mysteries left

behind the Illithid Empire buried in the flow of time.  Believe me, following

around your githzerai friends on Rrakma hunts does not tell you much about the

Illithid, and I do know what they're capable of as I've been a part of Rrakma

hunts.

 For this publication, I hope to possibly take another look at what past

greybeards like Ronassic have done.  My research has been done with the help of

looking into possible past locations of Illithid cities, reading Githyanki and

Githzerai historical accounts, and digging through resources pulled from the

City Courts, the Hall of Records, the Anarchists Information Underground, and

from Kesto Brighteyes owner of the Parted Veil.

 And there is one last word before I start, I do not guarantee this chant to be

any bit accurate.

Just when did those Sods have there empire?

 Well its certainly a long time ago, before many prime worlds even existed.  We

know through that the human race did exist during the time the empire existed,

as humans were often used as slaves and livestock.  You see a particular bunch

of human slaves rebelled under the name of one called Gith.  And it is around

the time that the Githyanki and Githzerai races were formed the Illithid empire

fell.  The Githyanki were especially ruthless in their vengeful war against the

Illithids, they certainly didn't stop when they drove the squids out of the

Astral.  Its said they even went into the Ethereal (not likely in my opinion)

and on to the prime to exterminate them.

 Now as to when the empire was created is the big mystery.  Its confirmed in

most cases that the Blood War was being fought when the Illithid Empire rose,

so they aren't that ancient.  Its often difficult to determine just what was

the dominant racial empire on the prime at any given time, even today while

many say human (I shudder to think of that fact), many others point to the

"goblin" races being far more numerous.  A source on the prime said they came

in after the Reigar, Juna, and Thri-Kreen empires.  But there are many

objections to this.  Its possible that the dark of the disappearance of the

Juna was indeed due to the appearance of the squids themselves.

 So how many years does that make it?  I say a lot.

Just what was the empire possibly like?

 Its well known that Illithids have telepathic abilities and therefore they

share their thoughts together quite often.  Its said an Illithid's thought are

always open in the public for all to know.  Taking this into consideration they

are a completely peaceful and harmonious bunch, which makes me completely sick to even think about.  Of course they're not harmonious and peaceful to their

slaves.  They way they treat slaves is even far worse than how humans treat

farm animals as the members of the Verdant Guild would say.

 The Illithids are fascists, while they don't have the Ba'atezu's reputation

for fascism they're still very cruel. Think of a empire as being one that

combined a lot of the worse habits of the Harmonium and the Ba'atezu together,

and then you'll begin to think what its like.

What did the empire have?

 They had great accomplishments greater than most things, humans have done

today.  They lived in huge cities that were said to reach the skies of their

planets.  Many had specialized magically created servants to each to a job of

expertise.  Huge monuments and other artwork existed to boast the strength of

their empire.  And they went across the prime in either a complex network of

teleportation circles, and mighty ships many said to rival planets in size

(don't go thinking the Nautilus class ships were the only ones they had).

 They certainly ruled the prime.  In the Astral one of their huge cases is what

is now known as Tu'narath, the current Tu'narath is but a small fraction of the

one in the past (I know, I know they're very inaccurate terms to use referring

to the Astral).

The origin of the Illithids?

 Some chant says the Illithid were once were from a Crystal Sphere now known as

the Astromundi Cluster.  An ancient human civilisation fought a war against the

non-humans of the world Astromundi, to get back at the humans the non humans

brought curses on humans.  Mutant children were born and they were thrown out

of their society, eventually becoming the Illthid.  Its also said the Tanar'ri

were actually the ones that wiped out the remaining humans.

 I find this origin to be a bunch of screed, as there is evidence that points

to the Illithid being older than that.  Its very possible they existed around

the spheres long before that, before humans even existed.  There are two

theories at work here the first one is evolution, as time goes on creatures do

change, they grow into something else over countless generations of breeding.

While I won't provide the full details, its said that from squids and other

mollusks is where the Illithids evolved from, while some other mollusks

eventually evolved into fish, then amphibians, then reptiles, and then various

mammals.  Humans are said to have evolved from apes by the way, while orcs

evolved from boars.

 This goes along with the theory of parallel development which is where things

in different places are the same as they are everywhere.  This explains why

there are humans, dogs, cats, dwarves, elves and goblins on so many prime

worlds.  Thus it can be said Illithids were around before, the Astromundi

Incident at the most created another type of Illithid, the curses brought on

those humans probably came from elsewhere, either a coincidence that follows

the parallel development theory, or perhaps it was an ancient Illithid method

of assimilating non-illithids into their own.

The role of their powers?

 The Illithids were said to not have much of a belief in the way of the planes,

they had very little in the way of gods, and only knew of the planes by

discovering it.  So therefore the Illithids beliefs did not have a significant

effect on the planes, but the squids did have some gods though.

 There were two Illithid powers, Illsenine the supreme Illithid god who is one

of the most powerful and mysterious of all powers.  The other is Maanzecorian,

quite possibly a Illithid that ascended to god-hood, its unfortunate that the

sod isn't around anymore.

 One theory points to the fact that illsenine was part of a extremely ghastly

Ba'atezu experiment committed on my "people" tieflings.  It's said their dead

brains were all thrown into this pile, and that pile became Illsenine.  And

thus Illsenine either created the Illithids, or it found them and they started

to revere him.

 Another says that Illsenine just is, much like how many other powers are said

to be.

 Now here I go backing the Athar up that powers aren't all that divine.

Another bit of chant I hear is that the squids wanted to make a "supreme

brain", perhaps they wanted to do so to create a massive telepathic network

that could span across crystal spheres, and planes.  Or perhaps they needed a

ruler, one that would rise above them because they saw conflicts in ambitions

for the power of a particular Illithid individual.

 The creation of Illsenine in this theory was said to be the greatest

achievement by this ancient empire.  Certainly Illsenine is said to know almost

all their is to know of in the multiverse, every Illithid is also said to be a

proxy of the elder brain, as it can see through every Illithid (and Cranium

Rat).

 Maanzecorian was an individual among the squids that rose to the rank of a

power.  It became a rival to Illsenine, but never approached Illsenine anywhere

near the elder brain in power or influence.  Its truly sad that its life ended.

The fall of the Illithid empire?

 Graybeards on the prime as clueless as they are, often attribute the fall of

the empire due the Beholder race uniting after realizing the threat of the

Illithids.  They nearly wiped out the squids but its said by them that stopped

when the hatred between the various beholder nations divided them again.

 I say its an highly unlikely cause for the fall of the Illithid empire.  It

can be more likely attributed to the slave uprising lead by Gith.  When she

rose up against the Illithids, many followed, on other countless worlds many

other slaves did the same thing as Gith's followers.  The Illithids depended on

their slaves to do most of the labour for them, not because they were lazy as

we'd like to think, but because they were said to lack the strength and

endurance to do so.  And when their slaves turned against them many of their

masters fell to them, but many more slaves were also slain by their masters.

Nevertheless without their slaves, the squids couldn't really do a sodding

thing.  Their cities and their empire fell apart.

 Some say that the fall of the empire, was done by the combined attacks from

many sides.  Its probably true in some way that the beholders and the followers

of Gith fought against the squids, And that the plane-borne races say an

opportunity to attack.  Its not that the Blood War paused between the Tanar'ri

and Ba'atezu, but that the two races diverted some of their forces to deal with

the squids.  Eladrin agents are said to be responsible for some of the slave

uprising, and its said that the Eladrin also helped Zerthimon form his

convictions against Gith who they saw eventually taking the same route that the

squids were.  Let's not forget the inner planes as well, they were also

threatened by the Illithids as well.  The genies were said to have really been

responsible for the fall of the Illithids in the Ethereal plane.

 Strangely enough some point their fingers at the Dhour as one of the factors

in the fall of the empire.  But its thought that the dhour are a relatively new

race to the planes, the blobs of amorphous slime that roam the Astral and

Ethereal are said to be only around for a few decades.  I find the theory on

the Dhour involvement to be unlikely.

The Illithid today

 Well they certainly aren't as powerful as they were before.  Their great

empire has fallen, and most of their major worlds too have fallen.  They live

in countless numbers of prime worlds but not many of the planets they live on

do they rule.  Some chant says there is a few Illithid worlds have the former

glories of their past.

 On many worlds Illithids have been hunted down by humans, elves, goblins and

other surface dwellers.  Before Illithids would usually live on the surfaces of

planets, but know they have almost all been forced into the underdark of many

worlds.  Its said that years of living in underdark have made the Illithid

uncomfortable in conditions on the surface.  But other accounts say, that they

were always like that, its just that the past empire was able to controll the

conditions on the surface to their taste.  One possible world is Ssirik Akuar a

place where I went with a Rrakma band, the planet's rotation has been stopped

and there is one side that's eternally dark and cold, and another that's bright

and hot.

 But stopping a planets rotation was one of their cruder methods, its said they

used forms of darkness spells and control magic to make their planets suitable.

 The Illithids have gotten themselves a lot of enemies today, almost everyone

hates them especially the Githzerai and Githyanki.  The most common races

Illithids deal with are Beholder, Drow Elves, Neogi, Aboleths, Duerger, and

Derro.  Another thing noted is that its said that cranium rats didn't exist

during the time of the empire, but now they are spread through out the planes,

especially in Sigil, in fact their may very well be more of those rats in the

cage than there are people.

Related races

 Well there are Illsenine's Zombies which can be found in the Caverns of

Thought which is the Elder Brain's realm, they are created by sods who've

actually decided to go there.  Then there's the Cranium Rat vermin, which

scurry along everywhere through out the whole soddin cage.  The Cranium Rats do serve Illsenine, and worse yet the more of them that stick together the smarter

and more powerful they become.  Some worlds on the prime are said to have

fallen due to plagues that Illsenine's cranium rats have brought.

 Next on the list are the Eaters of Knowledge, the walking heaps of brain

matter and other guts that personally seek knowledge for Illsenine.  They are

like celestials to the squids, something that they look up to.  They go around

physically absorbing the brains of sods they come across.  Some advice from a

blood like myself is avoid them at all costs.

 Grell in some way look a little like how Illsenine looks, but they have no

connection at all to Illsenine or to any of the squids.  Kraken are what some

rubes think are just giant intelligent squids may in fact be wrong, but they're

said to have nothing at all to do with the illithids.  And then there's the

Krakentua that look awfully like illithids except they have octopus heads and

they're about 80 to 100 feet tall.  The similarities can't be all dismissed, as

in many ways they do have the same intentions, except they act more like

Tanar'ri.  Perhaps they were once Illithid, or they are just a race that

evolved along them, much like giants and humans.  If any of these races do have

a connection to the illithids its that they evolved from the same source which

are mollusks.

- -from Janus Nguyen a planewalker, chivman, boom-stickman and spellslinger for jink, and a part time researcher of darks.

the 9th lord and ancient baatorians

I also posted this about a year ago or more.

The Chant on the Ninth Lord of Baator

No one truly knows just what the Ninth Lord of Baator truly is, whoever it has

truly been has remain hidden for untold millennia.  I was able, though to look

into some of the chant regarding the Ninth Lord that may be indeed somewhat

true.  Now I know many of you have heard other stories regarding the Ninth

Lord, for one thing the Ba'atezu want you to think that his name is Asmodeus or

something like that, and so far the primes have fallen for that.  And other

stories are completely unreliable, I've heard stories saying the Ninth Lord is

some kind of a soddin huge, pink bunny eternally beating a drum.

Now you see that the Ba'atezu weren't the original race that inhabited Baator.

They certainly like you to think they are, but they aren't, much like the

Tanar'ri aren't the original race of the Abyss.  The chant says that Nupperibos

are the child race of these ancient Baatorians, they certainly aren't true

Ba'atezu as they can't advance in ranks unless they are demoted to a Lemure.

Another interesting point are the Amnizu, this caste that roams Stygia are

suspiciously unable to advance the ranks of the Ba'atezu.  The chant says they

all serve Prince Levitus, the Lord of Stygia but just what are Levitus'

intentions any ways.

Findings across Baator has pointed to mysterious encounters with unknown

creatures in the tunnels of Malbolge and Maladomi.  These creatures are thought

to be the ancient residents of Baator, also Guvners have found Devas and

Archons along with mysterious spiny creatures frozen in the ice of Cania.  Its

said that if a nupperibo is free of the influences of the Ba'atezu it may

become one of these.

Now as for the Ninth Lord of Baator, the chant I gathered points out that the

Ninth Lord is the queen of these ancient Baatorians.  You see that the ancient

race were a malevolent hive-mind that existed, they're brand of Law and Evil

different from that of the Ba'atezu, in that the Ba'atezu are individuals.  And

individuals need to be enforced by their fascist and tyrannical rules, to be

the force of Law and Evil that they are.  As opposed to a hive mind which is

one collective mind, ensuring the ordered loyalty of its subjects.  The hive

hated all but itself, and wanted to either destroy or make others part of its

hive.

The Ninth Lord is very much alive today, the Ba'atezu can't kill it and can't

afford to.  What they have done is imprisoned it in Nessus, where they have

enslaved it to assist them.  Its intellect and knowledge is forcibly been

used.  You see that the Ba'atezu need the hive queen, or else they would lose

out on the Blood War, the hive queen's knowledge is what keeps the Ba'atezu

going.  Of course the hive queen seeks to escape its imprisonment, through out

the years it has breed many of her offspring which the Ba'atezu armies on

Nessus have all eliminated.  But spread throughout Baator many of her offspring

still live, and she has managed to transform every Ba'atezu killed off plane

into a nupperibo in hopes that one day a nupperibo will grow to free her.  Its

very possible indeed that Prince Levitus is another of her offspring.

Unfortunately for her many of the offspring are imprisoned in ice, their link

severed from her with no soddin idea on what to do and that the Ba'atezu have

the nupperibo well under control.

The Ninth Lord is described as a huge pile of flesh and body parts of

apparently many different creatures of origin, its said to be either as big as

a few crystal spheres put together, or just plain infinite in size.  Buried

within it is the "Ruby Rod" a citadel that is said to contain many of the

secrets of the multiverse.  It is the "heart" of the ancient Baatorians.

This chant comes at a cost, I know that a bunch cutters working for the

Ba'atezu are after me, and I've just found that there's some Keepers following

me too (don't worry I killed all of the stupid sods).  This chant seems to have

truth to it with all those who are after me, (or its a very offensive story to

the Ba'atezu if its fake, but that doesn't explain the Keepers).  But don't

worry I have some very powerful allies on my side.

- -Janus Nguyen

Ascension of fiends


In a message dated 8/5/99 11:24:53 AM Pacific Daylight Time, 

wendth@uni-muenster.de writes:

<< NE ones turn into hordlings - and stay that

 way, forever, without any further ascension. WHY ???

  >>

I got one word for ya, 'loths. See, the 'loths aren't the most numerous race 

in existance, not even in the Waste. Diakks and hordlings outnumber 'em 

somethin' fierce. Another thing to look at is this. The pathetic hordling is 

a petitioner like a manes or a nupperibo. They're a lot of 'em berk. Just 

like the swarms of manes in the Abyss. They seem virtually endless. Any 

leatherhead who knows a thing or two bout the 'loths can tell you that those 

fiends ain't of the spawn of deaders. They ain't nothin' like the Baatezu nor 

the Tanar'ri. Least not in where they come from anyhow. 'Loths are born from 

the plane itself. Hah! Stop rattlin' yer bonebox berk, you might say. You 

don't need take my word for it sod. Regnus Roy says the same soddin' thing, 

and apparently some greybeard somewhere thought his chant was worth the jink 

to put it in print. I'd say you got yerself a reverse baatezu situation here 

of sorts. Sure, yeah, the nupperibo ain't baatezu proper. No more than a 

hordling is a geniune 'loth. Heh, sounds like a counter-diction in terms 

don't it? So, if the 'loths are born FROM the plane itself you could bet yer 

brainbox that they're the true natives of the plane. Now, I know you got some 

addle cove berks out there blast'n that barmy chant that the prime came 

first. Be that as it might, here is one thing for certain. Intelligent, 

sentient, prime life DIDN'T. Ah, ya want me to prove it eh berk? Alright sod 

and I'll even give ya a quote from the "The Planetrader's Primer". Never 

heard of it? Hah, then you'd better get to read'n berk. In this ancient tome 

it says this bout the history of the multiverse:

    "Past all knowledge of present worlds, before the crowning of Ra, when 

the outer planes were yet in flux, and while the elemental planes remained 

untarnished by counter-contamination, the illithids held an ancient empire.

    "Boundless, illithid influence enfolded worlds without number; mind 

flayer domination infested the Astral, the Ethereal, and even threatened the 

borders of the Outer Planes themselves! Vast planar armies marshaled to 

defend their respective realms, and even the eternal Blood War was stayed for 

a time to assess the illithid threat." (Monstrous Arcana: The Illithid, p. 38)

    Now if you know a thing 'bout Prime history you know that the 

Illithids're one of the most ancient of prime races. They'd built a powerful 

empire long 'fore the first neanderthal ever walked. Powers know that they 

were even before the elves, though you'd have a tough time gett'n one of that 

arrogant lot to admit it. Only the reigar MIGHT be older...and you never 

heard of a petitioner comin' from either of those kind and I tell you berk 

there is a reason for it. They have their own places where they send their 

deaders. 

    'Nother thing is if the Blood War was ALREADY goin' on in the most 

ancient of Prime history then it's jus 'bout as sure as secundus comin' after 

primus that that the 'loths were already there too. And if it was at a time 

long 'fore the mortal petitioners came into the works, you'd better believe 

there weren't no hordlings to speak of. Unless the fiends breed. I think that 

to be unlikely. Why? You might ask. For one thing basher it's cause of the 

very nature of the plane itself. There ain't no special department of 

hordling creation like their is in petitioner formation in baator or the 

Abyss (and you'd better believe if you pointed out this aspect of 

organization in tanar'ri culture they'd have some jest for it). The only 

thing that makes a hordling a hordling is itself. It's desire to be more than 

it was as a larvae. It's will and it's hate tempered and nurtured. This 

'course makes them also different in attitude. You ever wonder why you don't 

find the hordlings in massive armies servin' the 'loths or someone else? It's 

the same reason they don't breed. Let's just say, just for argument, that you 

DID manage to find 2 hordlings that were sexually compatible (good luck berk) 

the monstrousities have had to use all they're hate for all other forms of 

life to be formed into what they are. And since no 2 perspectives are exactly 

the same, neither are the hordlings. That's the only constant about 'em is 

that. Hordlings are too hateful, stubborn, independently minded and just 

plain soddin' fearless to be herded 'round like a bunch of manes. The things 

are always tearin' at ANYTHING that comes near 'em, even each other. They 

hate everything, and that means everything basher. Now, it might not be that 

the 'loths are the ones holdin' 'em down to hold onto their supremecy of the 

middle netherworld. It might just be their own nature. Tanar'ri are kept in 

line by fear of the more powerful tearin' 'em apart, usually. Baatezu all try 

to follow their little rules and regulations without others call'n on 'em 

when they don't. And both of those things are things you can't say bout a 

hordling. But it still don't make sense 'bout them not progress'n into higher 

hordlings. It jus makes too much sense from the 'loth perspective to keep 'em 

where they're at so they won't be able to evolve to challange the masters of 

pure evil. 

VCoD

On the structure of time

Hi there!

Here are some ideas of mine about the nature of the multiverse,

chronomancing, and alternate realities (and maybe also the home of the

illithids and/or the keepers..)

Any comments appreciated :)

Bye,

Heiner

- -- 

"The structure and laws of time"

A scientific report of Rhugaard Darn, Chronomancer, Guvner

Chapter 1: Different types of Dimensions

Dear readers,

I want to start my report with clearing a misperception I encounter very

often. I am a chronomancer, and thus highly involved with the physical

and meta-physical structure of time itself. As such, I know that only

slight mistakes and false knowledge can lead to horrible results when

trying to handle time. So, I consider it my very duty to clear the

following:

Time, as many people seem to think, is not "the fourth dimension". Actually,

time is not even only one dimension. It is instead a complete new set of

dimensions; as in our normal understanding, there are three dimensions of

space (length, width and height), there are also three dimensions of time.

I have found proof during my experiments that these three "temporal

dimensions" do exist, though I have to admit that I have not yet found out

much about the third dimension of time. Still, by using the similar

structure of the dimensions of time and space, I can explain the behaviour

of reality in time, even if I cannot explain all the details about time

itself.

Chapter 2: Reality inside time

Take a look at our universe, as we normal mortals perceive it. It is

three-dimensional in all aspects; nothing we see lacks a dimension. Even

spells like "duo dimension" only shift one dimension into another plane;

the three-dimensional structure can be bended, but never avoided.

Thus, the only true understanding of time is possible by observing its'

complete structure, including all three dimensions. 

Imagine a dark space, with no boundaries, no light, just endless

nothingness. At some point of this nothingness (possibly the center, if

such a thing can exist in nothingness) a single point lights up.

This, dear reader, is it: The beginning, the first, the point from which

everything originates. There is more than this point, though: A cone

comes into existence, with the point as its' very center. The cone gets

wider and wider into the direction to which it points, infinitely long.

What do we see here? What does this cone stand for? Dear reader, this IS

time. It is past, present, and future, and it is all possibilities for each.

There is still more, though. Inside the cone, there is a line, not a straight

one, but one with many bends and curves. It moves left and right, and up and

down, like a fish moving through an ocean.

What is this line? It is, actually, what is usually called "our time-thread".

The line is not infinite, though always moving on, getting longer and longer.

The last point of this line is present; all points before are past. All the

possibilities thereafter are future.

How do we move through time, then? In a quite simple and at the same time

complicated way, indeed. As every being in our multiverse makes its choices,

as every single piece of dust stays where it is or is moved by the wind,

as just EVERYTHING walks on its' path (metaphorical, of course), does the

path of our multiverse through time form. All the paths, from those

of intelligent beings to those of single pieces of dust, form the overall

path of the multiverse, just as everything (from intelligent beings to single

pieces of dust) also forms the multiverse itself.

And so does the multiverse move through the cone of time, creating a wild

line, or "thread" if you prefer that.

Chapter 3: Observing and influencing time

The above information is, of course, already interesting from a scientific

point of view. But how can one use this information? I, as a chronomancer,

do have answers to this question, of course.

First off, I am fully aware that some of the information I present herein

can be misused. As a scientist, my duty is to search for truth. I can and

will not hold back truth only because of the possibility it might be

misused; if one had to follow this rule, we would still be animals in

the jungle. I highly recommend to anyone not to misuse these

informations; time should never be influenced in more than the slightest

ways. Everything else can lead to horrible results, results those who

created them probably did not want themselves. Thus I give the

responsibility for right and moral usage of these informations to you,

dear readers, in hope and trust your hands are the right ones to handle

it.

Second, the ways presented herein for influence on time assume that

you have your own ways for general influence on time; this report is

not meant for starting chronomancers, but for those with a fair

knowledge of this most fascinating topic.

Any influence on time, of course, has to start at present. We are in

the present, as we are (referring to the similarity of time and space

again) at the place where we now stand. To influence an object or being

behind us, we have to move there, or create a connection between us and

the object or being. Moving ourselves actually IS changing places. Thus,

the start is always where we are now - present.

As I have only access to spells developed by myself, I unfortunately

cannot give examples to standard time-influencing spells. But I will

explain the way how my own spells do work.

The easiest spells are, of course, those that only grant a look through

time, like creating a window through which we can track back our own

time-thread, or look at the possibilities of future.

Moving through time yourself, though, is not really different, it's

just more complex to accomplish. Thus, my descriptions are generally

for both ways to observe or influence time, for easier writing

descriptions of spells that grant a view at time. In that cases in which

there is a difference between observing and moving, this is stated.

Imagine our present time as a platform hovering through an endless space.

The platform does move, but pictures of it (and everything on it) are

left behind at every single point it crossed. So, to get a view at the

past, we need to look at these pictures.

A spell granting this actually works like this: Imagine two crystal balls,

one of them perceiving everything in its' surroundings, and one showing

everything the first crystal ball perceives. A spell showing the path

would move the first crystall ball back on the track of time, moving along

the incorporeal pictures of what once was, until it reaches its'

destinations. Now, we can see what happened at that time (and if we also

influence the first crystal ball's position in the dimensions of space,

we can even see what happened at that time on any point of the multiverse).

What, though, happens if we influence past? It seems that, as a chronomancer

moves through time, he is still linked with present, much like a prime

mage using an astral spell to reach the Outer Planes is linked via the

Astral cord. There are even more similarities: As a chronomancer moves

back in time, he creates a kind of "temporal body", similar to an Astral

body of said prime mages. This is also why he perceives the past like

a true reality; the body he currently has is no more real than the past

time he moves through, and thus he perceives everything as real.

All these pictures of time are deeply linked with each other; they form

one thread of time. If you influence one of these pictures, you make it

shift in the cone of time, but as it cannot lose its' connection with the

other pictures, this creates a pull on the surrounding pictures as well.

The whole thread of time is bended, and if the influence was big enough

(i.e. the shifting was far enough), this bending might even move the whole

thread up to the present. Indeed, it might even possible to bend the

thread of time so far that it even bends past, back to the very beginning

of time.

So much about the past; now let's look at the future. The time-thread

only goes as far as present. So, how is it at all possible to look

into the future, or to even travel there? For easier understanding,

let us imagine a piece of paper. An angle is drawn on it, resembling the

cone of time (just that the angle, of course, is two-dimensional). Imagine

a pen put on the narrowest point of this angle (i.e. at the beginning of

time) and see how it moves on towards the wider and wider angle. You can

move the pen as you want, but you may never make more than one point at the

same vertical axis. See how your movement is limited? You can reach a point

as high or low as you want, but you might need to move quite far on the

vertical axis to reach it. From a certain point on the vertical axis,

you can guess approximately where your imaginatory pen can move in the

next few inches (or whatever measurement you choose). You can even guess

which are most probable. And this, exactly, is what all this foreseeing

is about. A true fortune teller IS able to tell what future will come,

to some degree, as he sees the possibilities of where the thread can move

in the next time. But the farther he goes into the future, the harder it is

to foresee what is to come.

There are legends about powerful rituals that can influence the future, or

the way celestial bodies are positioned; even those can be explained now.

It might be possible to give our present reality a "push" into a certain

direction, so that the time-thread develops in a way where the results

of said rituals are true.

Still, how is it possible to influence future? It IS; I have done it myself.

But how can one influence a point in future when you cannot even go sure

if the time-thread will ever touch that point? The secret is mainly to not

try to go too far into the future, as explained earlier. But it also

involves the earlier-mentioned "pushing" of reality. This, though, is a

thing only the most powerful chronomancers can accomplish; you must use

your temporal cord to pull on reality, which is quite the same as trying

to move a whole world with a normal rope.

There is still another way, though. It is highly complex, but in the end

far easier than the previously described way. You can move to a future

possibility of reality, and set yourself to a kind of stasis. In fact,

when moving through time, you usually move on normally as soon as you

reach your destination. After all, chronomancers don't end up in stasis

worlds; they still move through the past or future times normally. If they

stick to the one "picture" of future reality they travel to, though, they

truly are in a stasis-world; not even they themselves can move anymore.

With the right precautions taken, the chronomancing magic can make them

wait until the present is, (taking our image of the two-dimensional axis

again) "vertically" at the same point as the reality the chronomancer is in.

His temporal cord is now extremely bended, as it moves from the present

reality to a kind of "alternate present reality"; if the chronomancer's

magic fails, the present reality moves on while the chronomancer is still

stuck in the alternate "stasis-world"; finally, his temporal cord will

be stretched too much and break. Then, the chronomancer has lost his link

with reality, and is stranded in the alternate world (which is, as far as

I know, not truly real - but as the chronomancer is not real himself anymore,

he does not realize it). If a chronomancer tries to move into the past,

and THEN "sideways", i.e. into one of these alternate realities, this is

exactly what happens then, too (instantly, of course).

If the "future chronomancer's" magic works, though, he is pulled back to

the true present reality as soon as it gets to the same vertical point

at which he waited. And if his spell is powerful enough, he might be able

to take parts of the alternate reality with him, the powerful magic

pushing off the formerly true reality and exchanging it with the alternate

reality the chronomancer has brought with him.

Despite the great possibilities this creates, I recommend not to try it

out, though. This influence on time creates great scars in the cone of

time; it is even more unnatural than giving present reality a "push" to

take another way on the thread of time. It is easier, but the results

for the whole time-space multiverse are far worse.

Chapter 4: Final Questions

All these newly found information of course creates many new questions,

as it is always with science. First off, I AM sure time has got the

"form" (if you can use this for a different set of dimensions, completely

apart from space) of a cone. That means that the possibilities of past get

fewer and fewer the farther back you move. At the beginning of time, there

is only one possibility, and no further influence is possible (which, of

course, changes after the very first second you're there).

The second question is, is this cone of time truly infinite? Does it only

have a beginning, or also an end? If so, what will happen at the end

of time?

Then there are other questions of a much more meta-physical nature. If

there is one cone of time, are there, maybe, others? Maybe there

is an exact mirror cone of ours, standing at the exact opposite of our

cone, but having the same beginning of time? If so, is it possible to

move into that mirror cone by travelling to the beginning of time? And

how many more cones might there be? Maybe it is not even a cone, but

a spindle (which would mean, of course, that there is an end) ... what

comes after the end of a spindle?

Also remember that in the Astral, there is no time and no space. This,

indeed, makes the Astral a very interesting place. I see a very high

chance that the Astral, as strange as that might sound, IS the beginning

of time, or maybe even what was before that. In any way, I am sure this

plane holds many secrets which maybe not even the powers have uncovered

up to now.

A great threat might also lie in a wrong usage of the powerful magic that

"pushes" our reality's time-thread onto a new direction. Remember my

explanations on what can happen to a chronomancer whose' temporal cord

is stretched too far. If someone tried to push our reality to an

alternate possibility DIRECTLY ("sideways", if you want so), without caring

for the time thread, he might remove the whole multiverse from the real

time thread, actually DESTROYING reality. Two things might result out of

such an action: Either every reality ceases to exist, and the whole cone

of time would only be filled with possibilities of which none could ever

become true; or one of the alternate realities would slide onto the thread

of time instead, still leaving the whole current reality as not more than

an idea, and giving birth to a whole new reality, which might be about

ANYTHING.

Finally, I've seen many proofs of the rule of three when exploring

dimensions. There is the set of space with the three dimensions of

height, length, and width; there is a similar set for time. Is there

a third set of dimensions? If so, what are these? And do they also

not exist in the Astral?

Much still has to be researched, and many questions lie in front of us.

Maybe, though, we will one day reach a present reality in which at least

the most important ones of them are solved...

The Abyss



I've been making some research on the Abyss and wanted

some coments, I may have forgotten someone or something. This

post is Layers & Lords (including balors and princes). Next will be 

commented power structure before and after Kiaransalee's vendetta.


This is my start of a project regarding the Abyss, not sure 

what yet, but probably is a huge epic adventure. I don't have Temple 

of Elemental Evil or Queen of Spiders, perhaps some old timers out 

there could help with some info on the power structure of the Abyss.

Its probably the same that I have, but... 

Layers (official):

(This is the same that is available at the old mimir's site)


The layers don't really form an Abyss. This is because of the

1st layer's hole-portals and the infamous 4th layer. Actually they are

many layers stacked randomly around the first. The 23th is not any

closer than 600th, it's just the order Guvners came to know them. 

LAYER 1: PLAIN OF INFINITE PORTALS (PAZUNIA, THE PALACE OF 1,001 CLOSETS)

LAYER 2: "DRILLER'S HIVES"

LAYER 3: FORGOTTEN LAND

LAYER 4: GRAND ABYSS

LAYER 5: "WORMBLOOD" (I)

LAYER 6: REALM OF A MILLION EYES (Great Mother's realm)

LAYER 7: PHANTOM PLANE (KEARACKININ ) (Sess'inek's realm)

LAYER 8: "SKIN-SHEDDER" 

LAYER 9: BURNINGWATER 

LAYER 10: "THAT HELLHOLE"

LAYER 11: MOLRAT 

LAYER 12: TWELVETREES

LAYER 13: BLOOD TOR (Beshaba and Umberlee's realms; F&A)

LAYER 23: IRON WASTES (Kostchtchie's realm)

LAYER 27: MALIGNEBULA (Lissa'aere the Noxious' realm; Hellbound)

LAYERS 45, 46 AND 47: AZZAGRAT (TRIPLE REALM) (Graz'zt's realm)

LAYER 57: TORTUOUS TRUTH (Duke Alvarez's realm; FoE)

LAYER 66: THE DEMONWEB PITS (LOLTH'S WEB) (Lolth's realm)

LAYER 67: HEAVING HILLS

LAYER 68: UNNAMED (Void)

LAYER 69: THE CRUSHING PLAIN 

LAYER 70: THE ICE FLOE 

LAYER 71: SPIRAC

LAYER 72: "DARKLIGHT" 

LAYER 73: THE WELLS OF DARKNESS 

LAYER 74: SMARAGD (Meershaulk and Ramenos' realms)

LAYER 88: THE GAPING MAW (Demogorgon's realm, formerly Yam's realm)

LAYER 113: THANATOS(THE BELLY OF DEATH) (Kiaransalee's realm, formerly Orcus' realm)

LAYER 128: THE SLUGBED (Lupercio's realm; FoE)

LAYER 142: LIFEBANE (Chemosh's Realm, OHG)

LAYER 176: HOLLOW'S HEART (Fraz-Urbluu's new realm; FoE)

LAYER 181: ROTTING PLAIN (Laogzed's realm)

LAYER 193: VULGAREA (Eshebala's realm; OHG)

LAYER 222: SHEDAKLAH (THE SLIME PITS) (Jubilex's and Zuggtmoy's realms)

LAYER 223: OFFALMOUND (Moander's realm; abandoned; F&A; OHG)

LAYER 241: PALPITATIA (Grankhul's and Skiggaret's realms; OHG)

LAYER 274: DURAO (gateway layer)

LAYER 297: THE SIGHING CLIFFS (Lynkhab's realm; FoE)

LAYER 303: SULFANORUM (smoking realm)

LAYER 313: UNNAMED (Illssender's Tower - Hellbound)

LAYER 333: THE BROKEN SCALE (Hiddukel's realm; OHG)

LAYER 348: UNNAMED (Formerly Thralhavoc's realm)

LAYER 366: AZGOROTH

LAYER 377: PLAINS OF GALLENSHU (armanite realm)

LAYER 399: WORM REALM (Urdlen's realm)

LAYER 400: WOEFUL ESCARAND (nalfeshnee realm)

LAYER 403: THE RAINLESS WASTE (Mal Arundak, the City of Confusion - FoE)

LAYER 422: THE SEEPING WOODS (YEENOGHU'S REALM) (Yeenoghu's realm)

LAYER 487: LAIR OF THE BEAST AND MANSION OF THE RAKE (Kanchelsis' realm; OHG)

LAYER 499: CARRORISTO (Hellbound)

LAYER 503: TORREMOR (LAYER OF FLIES) (Pazrael's realm)

LAYER 524: SHATTERSTONE (Vaprak's realm, OHG)

LAYER 586: PRISON OF THE MAD GOD (Diinkarazan's realm)

LAYER 600: ENDLESS MAZE (Baphomet's realm, OHG)

LAYER 601: CONFLAGRATUM (Alzrius' realm, Hellbound)

LAYER 643: CAVERNS OF THE SKULL (I) (Kali's realm)

Lords (Living or Dead - official):

(Part based on Sean Curtin Fwd)

Monarchs of Demonium (former six strongest):

Demogorgon

Graz'zt

Orcus (dead, perhaps)

Marduk

Lolth

Zuggtmoy

Others:

Kali

Fraz-Urb'luu

Pazrael (aka Pazuzu, aka Eblis, aka Prince of Lower Aerial Kingdom)

Juiblex

Mandrillagon

Trobbo-gotath

Dagon (also name of Arch-fiend)

Verin

Elazalag

Kostchtchie

Yeenoghu

Iuz (not Abyssal Lord but Graz'zt son - Prime-based)

Ogrijek

Nergal

Palvag

Arzial

Azazel (also name of Arch-fiend)

Ushablator

Zomar

Bulumuz

Chidum

Zortolagon

Arioch (dead)

Halamuli

Eldanoth

Yuibiri

Cabiri

Emix

Baphomet

Kiaransalee

Agadin

Ahrimanes

Aldinach

Alrunes

Apepi

Ardat

Urdlen

Lynkhab

Eshebala

Asima

Azael

Baltazo

Barbu

Bayemon

Bechard

Diinkarazan

Charun

Merrshaulk

Grankhul

Lissaلere

Gresil

Kerzit (not really, just a guardian beast)

Laraie

Munkir

Nekir

Gorellik

Nexroth

Nocticula

Poshban

Quaolnargn

Nasthrapur

Ramenos

Sess'inek

Soneillon

Vularik

Vloorm

Zerkaari

Laogzed

Vaprak

Great Mother

Panzuriel

Pale Night

Alvarez

Beshaba

Lupercio

Alzrius

Umberlee

Princes:

Abraxas

Anarazel

Ansitif

Aseroth

Astaroth

Cagrino

Ereshkigal

Leviathan

Lugush

Mastiphal

Socothbenoth

Zabulon

Obox-ob

Balors:

Errtu

Grintharke

Haskruble (?)

Klavikus

Ndulu

Ter-Soth

Oulstra

Illssender

Wendonai

Alzoll

Glyphimhor (dead/cursed)

Sorry for the long post, anything to add?

Leo
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Life with (or as) a bariaur is a lot easier if you know some of the

language. Even if you lack fluency, being able to communicate will help

narrow the cultural gap and deepen your experience of a different society.

The bariaur language is the common ground, the "lingua sigilia" of the

common bariaur, whatever plane she's on. Although there are dialect

differences between the planes, notably the Ysgard dialect, it is the

language itself, and its cultural underpinnings that provides cultural glue

to the bariaur race. Take a moment and review the bariaur phrasebook and see

how you can use it to better explore bariaur culture.

Language Adventure Hooks:

**Witness a Conversation: Have the party witness a short conversation in

bariaur. While the DM speaks in bariaur, the bariaur playing player can be

shown flashcards as the conversation transpires. Have the player either

remember the conversation for the other players for later discussion, or

have the player translate on the fly. The level of language expertise of the

character determines the amount of time the player gets to see the

flashcards.

**The Secret Document: Give the party a map or other document with bariaur

writing. When they find the right materials, have them research the writings

(for more effect, use the runes!).

**Bonus Project: Assign the bariaur player a written or verbal assignment

for extra experience points, or to obtain higher status in the flock or

bariaur priesthood. Have the player write a short skit, or a "what I did on

my last adventure" short essay. Make them memorize the number system and

count to a certain number (memorizing 14 words will allow you to count to a

billion!). Make sure to utilize bariaur cultural ideas within the work. If

it's written, please submit it to Tale of the Bariaur.

Need help getting something like this together? E-mail me and I'll be happy

to offer additional vocabulary, grammar help or more ideas!

Notes on usage:

**This is common bariaur. Ysgard dialect can also be used by substituting a

gap when syllables repeat. For example, Gesonapa (live) becomes Gesonap'.

This produces a more guttural dialect without the free flowing feel of a

"romance" language. Also remember that although the Ysgard dialect is more

guttural, proper pronunciation elicits the feminine form, a more "lispy"

sound. For example, sa is pronounced tha, and there's a noticeable upward

tonal change. For example, hu become hu-e.

**This does not stand alone. Although you can use this independently, it's

intended to be used with the existing bariaur vocabulary provided onsite or

in The Complete Book of Bariaur.

**Compatibility. Every effort has been made to make this phrasebook

completely compatible the the previous bariaur language section. Please

notify me immediately if you notice a discrepancy.

**"..." Refers to a word that would be inserted into the phrase.

**Transliteration. The bariaur phrase is provided in English transliteration

to add to available vocabulary.

Useful Phrases:

Where are you going?     Geroba gana kayeda hu? (going where you?)

Where do you live?       Gesonapa gana kayeda hu? (live where you?)

How are you?             Chi kayeda hu? (how you?)

How much is it?          Ga tasoda hu? (how much?)

Hello                    Shek Ala

Goodbye                  Dachayine

Good night               Nama bazaneba (night good)

Good morning             Sanadero bazaneba (morning good)

Yes                      O

No                       Gana

Common Expressions:

Blue skies (common farewell phrase)     Matina (sky blue)

It’s all a game                         Ridawagasa kuna  (game all)

Only Shek knows                         Shek rageyusa chika (Shek knows

only)

The priest talks, the shaman walks,

the mystic shocks                       Balama gatama, bapo bagerodapa,

                                        ragayudepa sakayoda (priest talks,

                                        shaman walks, mystic shocks)

Social Interactions:

My name is...              Mine Nai ... (name my ...)

What is your name?         Chi mine kayeda hu (what name your?)

What plane are you from?   Chi pagetse keyeda nasi hu? (what plane you

from?)

This is my friend.         Zha Garogasa nai. (This friend my)

Please introduce yourself. Kayeda dazigasapa zhu (yourself introduce please)

I like ...                 ... Na la. (... I like)

I’m from...                ... Na nasi. (... I'm from)

How old are you?           Kayeda lo badogapa hu? (You years have/possess?)

I’m ... years old          Na ... lo badogapa.   (I ... years have/possess)

What is your occupation?   Chi kayeda go hu?   (what your occupation?)

What is your religion?     Chi kayeda chosa hu? (what your religion?)

I am a ...                 ... na. (... I am)

Are you married?           Kayematabe kayeda hu? (married you?)

I am married/not married.  Kayetmatabe / Kayematebe ma (Married / Married

not)

Do you have any children?  Kayeda spuna badogapa hu? (You children

have/possess?)

I have ... children        Na ... spuna badogapa. (I ... children

have/possess)

Practical Phrases:

Common Bariaur

Hey you! (very informal)             Kayeda baa!

Shut up!                             Sakayilaba baa!

Kill it.                             Gumapa

Wait a moment.                       Sakeda majilepa. (moment wait)

I’m looking for a ...                ... na lataba. (... I'm looking for)

Are there any others?                Yazana dena hu? (others are there?)

I don’t like this ...                ... na manayempa gana (... I like not)

What’s that?                         De chi hu? (that what is it)

How many days will it take?          Nayima gatatsoda hu? (Days how many)

How much are you asking?             Deriba gatatsoda hu? (Asking, how much)

I’ll give you … gold pieces per day. ... yasera nayinarebazhindu sakeyonaba

                                       (... gold pieces daily give you)

Which is the way to ...?             ... lame gana hu? (... the way which)

How far is it to ...?                ... lata chi samosa hu? (... how far)

There are ... of us.                 ... bagrenaba (... there are)

I have to rest.                      Na satiba gayona. (I rest must)

I have to urinate/defecate.          Na derichu/ratsade gayona. (I

                                       urinate/defecate must)

I don’t eat ...                      ... na zaba gana (... I eat not)

Numbers:

Common Bariaur

0 tigeli

1 gajika

2 ganisa

3 suma

4 bazhi

5 lana

6 daruga

7 baduna

8 bariyeda

9 dagu

10 bachu

100 barageyu

1,000 satona

1,000,000 saya

Numbers are calculated similarly to Chinese/Japanese. Nineteen is ten and

nine. Fifty three is five, ten and three. Nine hundred and two is nine, one

hundred, and two, etc.

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Bytopia:

Flora

The flora and fauna of the plane are unusually useful to those who farm them. 

Every part of a bytopian creature (even a ni'ath) is useable.  That's not to 

say that the plane encourages the farming of sentient life -- it doesn't -- 

only that the plane makes sure that every death gives back to life.

Beneath Bytopia's soil is an endless maze of truly enormous roots, more than 

can be explained by the vegetation above.  A disporportionate number sprout 

from the realms of the gnomish gods, since roots are a rock or forest gnome's 

preferred habitat.  Others can only be explained as being the roots of the 

plane itself.

The roots of Bytopia are one of the primary ways that a plane as isolated as 

it is (with no major planar pathways) trades with other parts of the 

multiverse. It ties in with the theme of symbiosis so common there; Bytopia's 

roots take nutrients from other planes (including, it's rumored, the 

elemental ones) and deposit nutrients from their own planes as they complete 

their life cycle and die. In addition, the inhabitants of the plane can build 

tunnels through the roots to get to places with desirable products. The 

corridores are winding and mazelike as the roots themselves, but no one ever 

said Bytopians didn't have to work for what they got.

The Tree of Life model: Some theorize that the plane of Bytopia is actually 

an infinite tree with roots both above and below, like a baobab.. This would 

explain the plane's appearance, and it would explain places like CenterSpire 

(a baobob's roots connect the top to the bottom, like myriad trunks).  

Air Sentinels

It is said that in Bytopia, all do the work that pleases them best.  The Air 

Sentinels bravely patrol the stormy, dangerous layer of Shurrock, but it 

seems their true love comes after their labors are done.

    Air sentinels love stories.  All agree that the reason they they first 

came to the plane was because, unlike most of the rest of the multiverse 

where secrets and lore are kept close, Bytopians are more than willing to 

trade them freely, under the theory that everyone should benefit from the 

labors of each individual. Air sentinels, when grateful rescuees offer favors 

in return, generally ask for stories.

    Some tales tell of air sentinels being brought to Shurrock by Ukko, the 

Finnish god of weather, of Untamo, god of dreams. Others say a young lord of 

the djinn beseached his servants to find him new entertainments, or Hajama 

and Najm, gods of the Land of Fate, worked out the deal in order that stories 

of valor and courage might better spread across the planes. Still others say 

it was the plane itself that saw the need for guardians, and so modified 

itself to be exactly what every air sentinel wanted.

    The sentinels themselves will eagerly give a story of their origins, or 

multiple ones, to anyone who asks for the most minor of boons.  They tell of 

a city made of legends and lore that sold itself to their lord in order that 

it might live forever; it exists now in Shurrock, where they forever guard it 

and all who venture near that most sacred of places. They tell of their quest 

for the ultimate story which would allow them to ascend to the next level of 

reality, or even of their quest for their own origins, lost in myth long ago.

    Air sentinels are born on Shurrock, and they live unaging for 

approximately 200 years. At that time, they vanish, perhaps returning to 

their fabled city or their lord in the Elemental Plane of Air. Or maybe, just 

maybe, they find that greatest of all stories, and take it with them to the 

Great Unknown.

Sources:

This is heavily inspired by "Ramadan," by Neil Gaiman, and the description of 

Air Sentinels in the Outer Planes Appendix.  Making them tale-hounds is my 

idea.

The Living Dam

This idea comes from my old campaign world of Neogaea, which reminds me of 

Bytopia in many ways (except Neogaea is more primal and warlike, but this is 

from the earlier version when every species had a place in the sentient 

world's scheme before I added nightmarish Reality Storms roaming around). It 

represents the harmonious blending of industry with the natural environment.

The Living Dam

(City complex/arcology)

Character: The living flesh and wood of the Dam is our livelihood and our 

birthright. We protect it as it protects us, using its bounty wisely and 

passing it on to others.

    Ruler: The towns in the Dam are ruled by sheriffs and mayors, mainly.  

The town of  Riverspout is controlled by the Fated and ruled by a benevolent 

gnomish dictator. The town of Furthest Turbine is ruled equally by a remnant 

of the old Communal faction.

    Description: Made of ancient, self-replicating plants and other 

organisms, the Living Dam in Dothion precedes all of Bytopia's current 

civilizations. It's thought that it was originally a conventional, if truly 

vast, dam of concrete and metal, but that the helpful nature of the plane 

slowly replaced it with specialized vegetation until it no longer needed to 

be repaired.  Its walls are made of living wood and fungi; its turbines are 

vast leaves.  Several towns exist entirely within the massive complex of the 

Dam, allowing the river's current to fuel their economies.

    Militia: The militia of the Living Dam is mostly volunteer, though it 

includes a sizable number of free agathinons.

    Services: . Lumber, fabric, and other raw materials are manufactured in 

the Dam and up and downstream and across the land.  The Living Dam's 

population practice arts and crafts as well, fashioning the raw materials the 

Dam makes into finished products. Finally, farmers on the roof grow Bytopian 

strains of flax, cotton, and hemp, while fishermen hunt in the lake and 

river.  Merchants are of course a common sight.

    Current chant:There is a growing concensus among the Doomguard that the 

continuous creation the Dam represents an artificial hinderence to Entropy's 

rise. Most agree that this is bad for the multiverse and Bytopia itself, and 

that something ought to be done about it.

Dinotopia

If you enjoy Dinotopia, check out the books from your bookstore or local 

library.

dinotopia:

Tone: Cooperation, ancient wisdom, ingenuity, aesthetics.

You didn't really think that the ancient reptiles of the Prime were reflected 

in only one Beastlands plateau, for all that said plateau is the realm of 

three powers?  In fact, the counterpart of the Hunting Grounds on the Lawful 

side of the wheel has a realm of dinosaurs as well.  This realm, an island 

continent in Dothion, is highly civilized where the Forbidden Plateau is wild 

and about cooperation where the Beastlands' realm is about competition.  

Dinotopia is the home of an ancient culture of sentient dinosaurs who have 

bonded with more recently arrived humans.  The dinosaurs contribute strength, 

lore, and wisdom to the culture, while the humans contribute skill, 

flexibility, and wit.  The realms' habitations, mainly built by humans with 

dinosaur help for humans and dinosaurs to share, are strong and combined with 

the land's natural features.  Costumes are made by humans for mammal and 

reptile alike.  The written language is based on the prints of small running 

dinosaurs and adapted to all uses.  Dinotopia, like the Forbidden Plateau, is 

very hard to find.

    Militia: Dinotopia is defended by loyal carnosaurs and ceretopsian 

calvary.  If need be, herds of sauropods stand ready to trample any intruder. 

An army of fiends couldn't take the place, at least not through combat.

    Current Chant: Dinotopia is an exotic culture to visit. Typical plots 

would involve political struggles among the various leaders (not dinosaur vs. 

human, as there is no special friction between them), or attempts by the 

various planar merchant groups to open the closed realm to explotation. 

Players would likely be hired by the merchants to make contact with the 

society, or they might feel obliged to maintain the culture's isolation (note 

that, especially in Bytopia, this might not be a good thing).

Agathinia

Agathinia

(Town)

Character: Be our guest!

    Ruler: The town is ruled by the highest ranking agathinon officer.  This 

position rotates, depending on who happens to be off duty at the time.

    Who really rules: Agathinia's government is a slave to the tides of war 

on the Upper Planes. Off-duty agathinons created the town as a way of giving 

back to those who might be hurt by their endless battles.

    Description: The town of Agathinia in Dothion is beautiful, with paved 

streets in a convenient grid and tall buildings the color of pearl, furnished 

with every comfort imaginable.  Every nonperishable thing in Agathinia, every 

cobblestone and every dinner plate, is an agathinon polymorphed into object 

form in order to serve those mortals who might venture near.

    Militia: Thousands of agathinons are ready to transform into fearsome 

shapes at the first sign of trouble. Agathinia is a very peaceful city.

    Services: Agathinia exists to service refugees of the various wars the 

celestials fight at the behest of their patron deities.  It will accept 

casual travellers as well, but the agathinon urge such people to continue on 

their way. In return, the mortal inhabitants keep their benefactors clean and 

provide them with company. In this way, Bytopians forgive the aasimon their 

ideal-based trespassing in their plane.

    Current Chant: This reviewer recommends the Beauty Inn. It has running 

water (due to a number of agathinon posing as a pipe to a nearby river), and 

the waffles are the best I've ever encountered.

Canyon Vines

canyon vines

(town)

Character: Freedom is the sky.  Safety is inaccessibility.  Cooperation is 

learning to hang together in the face of adversity.

    Ruler: Arakens, an air sentinel, is unaminously respected as the founder 

and chief guardian of the town. Arakens as a boisterous sense of humor and is 

always telling dirty jokes in response to nearly everything said to him.

    Behind the throne: Arakens takes the advice of a senate made up of 

respected members of the town.

    Description: The Hanging City is strung across a canyon on the layer of 

Shurrock, supported by vast living vines of great strength and beauty.  It's 

possible to use the suspension bridges (woven of vine) to access it, but most 

prefer to glide or fly. The population is mainly human, elves, phanatons, and 

alaghi. Many keep ethyks.  

    Militia: The Vine Brigade is feared for their devestating swoop attack. 

Townspeople train often for the chance to belong to this honored group.  

Being a Vine Brigadeer is a full-time job, though the most common threat is 

ni'ath.

    Services: The Hanging City manufactures gliders and balloons used 

throughout Bytopia, and woven furniture of superior quality.  It also grows 

crops on cliffside fields.  

    Current Chant: One of the senators, Flem Fanton (male planar alaghi druid 

4 NG) is dying. The only cure for his disease is a rare plant that grows far 

away in a cloud giant's guarden in Dothion. Tell Madder of the Vine Brigade 

returned with the news that the greedy giant had killed the Brigadeers who 

accompanied him had been slaughtered by the greedy giant.  What they don't 

know is that Tell killed them himself in order that he eliminate all 

opposition to his run for Senate. The PCs have actually met the giant before, 

and she's a really nice guy. Tell Madder: LN male planar human fighter 12.

Kayi Dog


Comments are always appreciated:

Kayi Dog

Native to Ysgard, the Kayi Dog lives for chaos and mischief. Scorned by the

men and elves of Ysgard, the Kayi have been adopted by the bariaur, who

enjoy their spirited behavior and wild antics. The Kayi are often used for

herding sheep and other livestock, although they tend to be unreliable at

this task unless the job is somehow made into a game.

Kayi are especially adept at navigating around larger, hoofed creatures, and

often play by running between these larger creatures legs. In combat, the

Kayi Dog can use this skill to its advantage. While it may be clever to

dance between the legs of a baku, bariaur or hollyphant, in combat the Kayi

Dog has the ability to trip its opponent, regardless of size, with

remarkable skill.

Unfortunately, in the heat of battle, the Kayi Dog gets a little

rambunctious, and isn’t very particular about who it trips. Many a proud

bariaur warrior has found himself picking the mud from his horns after a

Kayi Dog darted between his legs at the wrong moment. But the bariaur love

these creatures who live to play and romp.

Kayi make excellent watchdogs, although they tend to bark at anything out of

the ordinary. This may include a flock members new clothes, the wind, or an

unfamiliar scent. For this reason, bariaur tend to let the Kayi Dogs roam

their camps, rather than tying them down to a particular tent or area. And

it's a good thing too, since attempting to tie up, muzzle or otherwise

impede a Kayi Dog's freedom will set it into a wild rage!

Kayi Dogs do not bind themselves to a particular person or family, they tend

to adopt the entire herd, an instinct that redeems them somewhat when

dealing with livestock and young kids. Despite their sub par performance as

watch dogs, the Kayi Dog has an almost sixth sense for finding trouble,

either within its camp or that which lurks nearby.

Appearance: Kayi Dogs are skinny, medium sized dogs of about 35 pounds, with

a light brown, short hair coat. During the winter months, the Kayi’s coat

grows several inches long and tends to darken in color. During those frigid

Ysgard months, the Kayi is perfectly happy to lie about in the snow, without

the need for shelter. However, a Kayi taken from Ysgard to a more temperate

climate may find itself at risk of overheating during their long hair

season.

Over the rest of the year, the Kayi shed tremendously, much to the dismay of

the fashion conscious bariaur who often find themselves covered in hair with

the slightest contact with the dogs.

Kayi Dogs speak telepathically with their own race up to a distance of a

quarter mile, but otherwise understand only the most basic of bariaur (or

common) commands. A Kayi Dog will follow commands it understands only 25% of the time, unless the command suits its current interests.

Despite their telepathic link with their own race, the Kayi Dog, because of

its chaotic nature and low intelligence, is unlikely to work concertedly

with other of its kind towards a goal.

Combat: Kayi Dogs love nothing more than a good battle. Battle is play to

the Kayi, and the moment one starts, the Kayi are sure to rush into the fray

with fangs glistening and deep throated growls and howls emanating from

their skinny bodies.

As the saying goes, this is all bark and no bite, as the real combat tactic

of the Kayi is to distract its enemy with its fierce continence while it

runs between its opponents legs. The Kayi will trip the creature upon a

successful combat attack, unless the creature successfully saves versus

death. Creatures knocked to the ground suffer 1d3 points of damage and

forfeit unused attacks (or ruin spells in progress) for that round.

Downed opponents also must spend a full round standing up when they wish to

do so. Creatures armed with crossbows or firearms must save versus

paralyzation or accidentally discharge their weapon.

Occasionally a Kayi Dog will fight alongside it's mate. Through their innate

telepathy, the two dogs are able to coordinate their attack on the same

opponent in the same round. This is one of the few examples of Kayi Dogs

working together.

Although bariaur never strike opponents when they are down, the effect of a

dozen Kayi Dogs on an attacking force can be quite devastating. It often

provides the needed time to grab an extra weapon or roust a sleeping mate

from the tent.

Occasionally, the flock shaman will work to train Kayi Dogs to attack

creatures who possess the scent of common spell components, usually herbs

and animal specimens. Although this is intended to be a boon in combat since

the Kayi Dog favors attacking spellslingers, it can also have a chilling

effect on more conservative flocks that ban does from practicing magic. For

a doe mage practicing magic in secret, what was once a friendly furry flock

member is now a menacing enforcer of conservative bariaur culture.

Kayi Dogs have the innate ability to travel from layer to layer in Ysgard.

Kayi Dogs have infravision to 120’ and an unusually keen sense of smell and

hearing. Bariaur does, while still young, are trained alongside Kayi Dogs to

heighten their senses. Kayi Dogs are never surprised and cause opponents to

subtract 3 from their surprise rolls.

Habitat/Society: Kayi Dogs are native to the plane of Ysgard. They live to

play and frolic, and most of all to cause mischief and havoc in battle. They

tend to bind themselves to a particular flock or lone individual.

Ecology: Kayi Dogs are despised by men and elves but appreciated by the

bariaur for their keen senses,   playfulness and high level of energy. It's

thought that the only creature with enough energy to keep up with a young

bariaur buck is a Kayi Dog. If treated well, the Kayi Dogs will extend their

"pack" to include the bariaur flock. This is a mixed blessing for all but

the most tolerant of bariaur, but the Kayi almost always shows its worth

over time.

Kayi Dogs occasionally befriend individual bariaur if met outside the flock.

They will likely follow this individual wherever it goes, even to another

plane.

Kayi Dogs are carnivores, which sometimes poses a dilemma for the bariaur.

The shaman teachers that "each must canter according to his hooves," and

many take this as an acceptable justification for the Kayi Dog's horrific

habit of meat eating.

- -----

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Sacrufico (City of Struggling)


Location: Baator, Avernus (near Bel's fortress)

Character: Sometimes the difference between Good and Evil, or at least

between Neutral and Evil, is very small. Some people struggle hard in their

attempts not to fall to the side of Evil. Some, though, fail, and all too

often those people only end as a disguise of Evil in its' most dangerous

form.

Ruler: Jaq'tar (Pe/male halfling/Lawful Evil, with a tendency to Neutral)

is Sacrufico's mayor. He's not the one struggling hard to keep his

position; instead, he has been voted for twelve years ago. A new voting only

takes place if people are unhappy with what a mayor does, and since Jaq'tar

isn't bad at all (if one doesn't forget where Sacrufico is placed), he might

stay as mayor for many more years.

Behind the Throne: Sacrufico isn't really a city of free people. Everything

seems like this, and actually the petitioners here believe it, but it's just

not true. The last "free" decision these people made was when they died and

their souls chose the plane most befitting their personality. Everything

else is somehow made up by the baatezu.

Description: Sacrufico is more a village than a city. It holds no more than

fifty buildings, all created by simply placing the prevalent rocks of

Avernus one over the other. Each and every "house" looks as if a strong hit

could cause it to crash (and that's exactly what's true). Fortunately for

the petitioners living here, the fireballs that roam the layer never explode

inside the city.

The people of Sacrufico are seemingly all nice people. Strange enough for

Baator, they even seem very honest, even about those things that one usually

doesn't want to talk about: They all remember some glimpses of their

previous lifes (some of them even their complete lifes), and they know they

came here because they've done the one or other wrong moral decision.

Probably the best example is Jaq'tar himself: He was the mayor of a halfling

city on the Prime Material world of Kulduchan, when his city was attacked

by a tribe of gnolls. Jaq'tar had made up a perfect strategy for defeating

the physically far more powerful gnolls, and all halfling citizen trusted

him. Unfortunately, a gnoll shaman came to him late in the night, and

offered him something he just could not resist, especially considering he

was already quite old: Eternal life. The shaman convinced him he would use

a spell on the halfling which would stop all aging of Jaq'tar, if he just

did not defend the city. Jaq'tar agreed.

The next day, all of his people were slain by the gnolls, and Jaq'tar

bitterly regretted his deed. He did have no time for penance, though, as

the shaman approached him and told him: "As I promised, I will bring you

eternal life without aging. Ready yourself for a travel." Then, the shaman

cast a lightning bolt at him.

Jaq'tar ended up in Sacrufico, and since then (about a century or so ago)

he struggled to get away from the Evil inside himself, and do as much good

to the people of the city as possible. He always wondered why the baatezu

seemingly ignored the settling altogether, but came to the conclusion that

they're probably just to unimportant to take notice of.

He doesn't know the real fate of anyone ending in Sacrufico: Every time

one of the petitioners here is confronted with a situation where he has

to decide between Good (or Neutrality) and Evil, the Evil of Baator itself

makes sure that a decision against Evil always leads to terrible results,

while a decision for Evil usually brings a result one can live with. For

example, if Jaq'tar had to decide the fate of a thief, and he would sentence

him to simply repay for what he has stolen, the thief might pay his victim

with cursed coin (it's even possible the coins BECOME cursed as the thief

pays his debt), and the new owner suffers some horrible fate because of

this. If Jaq'tar simply sentences the thief to death, though, this will be

a very harsh judgement, definitely, but there will be no further problems.

Militia: Sacrufico doesn't have any real militia. Minor problems are

solved by the citizen themselves, and if something happens that they can't

handle, the baatezu try their best to protect the city. If possible, in a

way it looks as if the baatezu just defended themselves.

Services: Nothing special can be gained here; the people of Sacrufico lead

simple, nearly poor lifes. They have to fight hard to survive at all in this

harsh environment (only few plants grow at all, and if one hunts one of the

few local animals, it's always better to make sure the meat isn't acidic or

something like that). The greatest thing one can gain here is an insight on

the dealings of Lawful Evilness; each and every story heard here is that of

a wrong decision leading to horrible results.

If a traveler brings his own rations along, though, Sacrufico can be a safe

resting place in Avernus, one where the Baatezu usually don't go; even if

they hunt someone, they tend to wait until that person leaves Sacrufico

again.

Local News: The petitioner Granndar, who was a human priest of Chung Kuel in

his mortal life, believes he has found the "right ways" again. He is eager

to fulfill one great quest that, as he thinks, will bring him back to the

glory of Goodness: He wants to find the "Goldheart Rose", which is not only

a plant but also an artifact of pure Goodness. While on a hunt, he has

overheard a discussion between two abishai baatezu on patrol telling that

the Goldheart Rose has been stolen and planted in the soil of Avernus, near

the River of Blood. This way, the Rose shall be corrupted and then serve the

cause of Evil.

This is, of course, a betrayal of the baatezu. They've found that Granndar

has learned enough to move on to the next stage (that is, they plan to

transform him into a lemure), if he just does one more big evil deed. Even

if his intentions were good, the pain of failing again will crush his heart

forever, and he will finally completely give in to Evil. See, the dark

behind all this is that the Goldheart Rose IS a flower from Mt. Celestia,

but it was planted there by a deva (who thought he succeeded in doing this

in secret, but he was wrong). Any being that wants to do any bad to the

flower is struck by severe pain, even if trying to cast a spell at the

rose from a distance. Those of good alignment, though, are healed one hit

point every round while in a five feet radius around the flower.

When Granndar will try to "rescue" the plant, he even has thoughts of

goodness inside, and thus will have no problem touching the plant. As soon

as he removes the plant from the soil, though, it will wither and die, and

all of its' power and goodness will be gone forever.

Bye,

Heiner

The Seventh Ratatosk

Hi there!

Not a very exact description, I admit, but it's mainly a "standard

tavern", except of the details apparent in the text below... I'd

love any comments on this, of course.

The Seventh Ratatosk

"Greets to thee, fellow mortal! Come in cutters! Just right of you, there's

a free table, so take a seat! I'll come to you in a minute!"

The three adventurers looked at each other a bit surprised, then sat down

at the table, obviously not caring about the mud on their boots. The

barkeeper, a man of about forty years and very strong build, hurried to them

with a piece of paper and a pen in his hand. Strangely, the barkeeper was

wearing a chain mail below his dirty apron.

"I'm Fragos, barkeeper and owner of this tavern. So my guests, what can I

bring thee?" He stared at them, obviously trying to analyze them. The

adventurers, who just came back from a great battle against an ultroloth

and his minions, fealt very uneasy.

"I take an ale", said Janny. Her hand didn't move from her sword.

"Same for me and my brother", said Grondar. He and his twin brother looked

amazingly handsome, except of the fact all of their jaws were like sharp

razors. They were, of course, tieflings, though both didn't know what kind

of fiendish blood ran through their veins.

The barkeeper hurried off again, but it took less than a minute before he

brought the ale. "Anything else?"

Mesmoroy, calm as always, looked up to the barkeeper the first time now.

"What's all this?" he asked.

The barkeeper smiled. "What exactly?"

"This whole building. We came here about a week ago, when we met that

'loth who navigated us over the Styx. There was no tavern back then, and

I'm neither barmy nor did I come into contact with Styx water."

"Well, I guess this question can be solved easily. This tavern's a

planeshifting one. About a week ago, you could've met me in the Outlands,

not far from a bariaur tribe living there. I gotta say the shaman didn't

really like me, that's why I left again."

Janny stared at the barkeeper. "You think we're barmy, do you? You're

planeshifting with this whole cage of yours?"

"Unfortunately, that's the only way I can survive nowadays. Believe me, I

had to pay much jink to a really good mage to get this effect. And I can't

even use it more than once a day."

"Sounds like you got some enemies", Mesmoroy said.

"Truth does have countless enemies. I seek truth. So I have countless

enemies."

"Why d'you tell us all this chant so freely if you got so many enemies? We

could be eager to kill you, as well."

"You didn't listen, friend. I said I seek truth. I can't find it if I don't

even want it for myself. It's risky, of course, but I'm experienced with

my weapons and I'm a priest of Gond, the Wonderbringer. If you plan to

kill me, expect the unexpected."

"We don't, at least not yet. I've got to say, though, that all this is

very strange", Janny said. "Who, for example, are the other guests? The

black-skinned creatures over there look like fiends, if you don't mind."

Mesmoroy glanced darkly at the five beings just six yards away.

"Actually, they are fiends. Or were, better. They're rogue tanar'ri, whom

I met when I was in the Abyss just two weeks ago. They're wild and sometimes

even cruel, I admit, but they've turned to goodness. And, just besides, they

belong to the same sect as I do."

Grondar looked up again, too. "And which one is that?"

"The Darkseekers." The barkeeper rolled up his shirt until one could see

a tattoo of a sword over a big tome on his forearm.

"What about the other guests?" asked Janny. She looked a bit frightened to

the two humanoid figures completely covered by a strange, green plate mail

armor.

"Servants of the Baatorians, unfortunately. They've made a deal with the

fiends, and it seems they were betrayed. Then, they started to enjoy the

servitude in which they were forced. The power, I guess. I've been

discussing very much with them the last hours, but we stopped after I gave

them an argument that they couldn't counter. They're currently trying to

find a counter-argument. To be honest, I'm really waiting for their answer.

One never knows what will come out in the end."

"One more question", Mesmoroy said, now also looking a bit frightened. "What

does the name of this tavern mean?"

The barkeeper smiled, this time very brightly. "This, friend, is the only

thing I want to keep for myself."

"I think we got to go now", said Janny, put some coins on the table, and

left with her two companions.

Bye,

Heiner

The Tree of Eternal Suffering


Location: Baator (Avernus)

Description: The Tree is a giant, pitch black, gnarled and knotted tree

without any leaves. From a distance, it just looks like a strange dead

tree, not really unfitting to the wasteland of Avernus. But as one comes

nearer to the tree, the bodies of hanged people can be seen - on each and

every branch there's a dangling corpse, rotting in the heat of the plane.

Stinking and loathsome, the tree and its' corpses don't even attract flies;

but the real horror only becomes clear as one comes even closer: All of

those rotting, foul bodies still struggle for air as the ancient, nearly

breaking ropes tie up their necks. Their legs twitch and wince, their eyes

(if they're not yet rotten) roll in anguish and despair, but their breath

isn't even sufficient for a pitiful moaning.

Of course, all of those poor souls are petitioners of Baator. If someone

tries to "rescue" one of them, he'll find out the ropes are impossible to

cut through, and the attempt of putting the ropes from the branches only

results in the character trying this getting some scratches from the sparse

sharp thorns on the tree. There is a 20% chance such a scratch also infuses

an infernal poison into the character's veins, against which only a saving

throw vs. poison with a -6 penalty or a remove poison spell help. If the

poison takes effect after 1d2 rounds, the character rots and withers in

just another 2d4 rounds, until he looks as the petitioners on the tree. He's

inable to make any action, though he still lives. Only the most powerful

magic can restore him to his previous form again.

Note that, although it is not possible to help the petitioners, one CAN

torture them (even more, that is). Indeed, baatezu occasionally come here

and tear the poor souls apart, just to watch the small pieces slowly move

back to their place, or they behead the petitioners, watching foul blood

and other horrible liquids spill out of both head and body, while the

tormented petitioners show even more suffering, both at the head and the

body (which obviously keep on living as if they did not need each other).

The Dark: Once in a millenium, the Tree of Eternal Suffering produces a

fruit - one pitch black peach, seemingly as rotten and foul as the corpses

on the tree's branches. Its' fluids can be used to make three doses of a

deadly poison (every dose can kill any mortal without a saving throw, no

matter if he's protected by magic or something else, and even paramortals

immune to poison die if they fail a saving throw vs. poison).

The peach itself, if eaten, corrupts the soul of any mortal (who then

becomes as Lawful Evil as a baatezu of "Lesser" level), while paramortals

can resist its' power only if they finish a quest of greatest good within

one month. Everyone corrupted by the fruit not only develops a soul of

most vile darkness, but also becomes pitch black physically. His skin,

his eyes and hair, even his internal organs and his blood turn ebon within

seconds.

Byebye,

Heiner

Fen Korab and the Tree of Seeing

There’s a cutter by the name of Fen Korab who most think is just a figment,

a urban legend, or at best a long stretch of an exaggeration. Fen is an

ancient bariaur, with probably close to 70 years of planes having passed

under his hooves. His head is shaved completely bald, his pelt and general

appearance are disheveled to such a degree that the average bariaur, always

concerned with looks, would gasp if they saw him walking the street.

Fen may be a fashion disaster, from a bariaur viewpoint, but he’s an

experienced Planewalker unsurpassed by anyone in Sigil or the Planewalkers

Guild. Yet there’s a simplicity about Fen that shows him to be without ego,

without pride, without any sense of the power and status that his experience

and wisdom should command. Some younger cutters, impressed by the bariaur,

have tried to follow Fen on his quest through the planes. Most have died or,

if lucky, were discouraged early when faced with the insurmountable odds

that Fen seems to attract, like razor vine to a trellis.

What makes Fen so unusual is his legendary quest. While most cutters have

short-term goals, such as the sensate searching for new experiences or the

mage seeking a lost tome, Fen’s quest is more long term. In fact, it has

driven him throughout the planes for nearly 50 years.

Fen grew up in Ysgard as a member of the Sacred River Flock. As a boy, he

showed promise as a warrior and was quite adept with the k’ton and broad

sword. When Fen was fifteen he was sent on the usual Mi-goka coming of age

ritual, in which he was to return with the hair of a giant.

Giants in Ysgard are a lot more common and much less hostile than those in

The Outlands or other areas where bariaur act out this ritual, so the risks

of such a quest, as determined by the flock, were minimal. This was

especially true for such an accomplished youth as Fen.

Unfortunately, Fen met up with one of the more crafty giants, by the name of

Jِrmun (not to be confused with the legendary giant son of Loki named

Jِrmungand).

Jِrmun lived in a small house in Jِtunheim, placed on a mountainside in a

secluded region. While eating dinner one evening Jِrmun heard the telltale

sound of hooves clicking on rock, a sure sign that a beast of some sort was

climbing the rocky mountainside.

This really annoyed Jِrmun, as several bariaur had recently made their way

to his house in search of his hair, of all things. It seems that his name

sounds a little too much like that of the son of Loki, and next to giants,

bariaur hate nothing one more than Loki and his minions. It seems that Loki

betrayed the bariaur into slavery to the giants eons ago. It’s often

surprising, Jِrmun thought, how long those goat creatures can hold a grudge.

So now, because of his almost infamous name, several bariaur flocks of

Ysgard had singled him out for their childish pranks.

The last two bariaur were too gristly for Jِrmun’s tastes, with way too much

muscle, so he would need to find another way of disposing of this one’s

body. Jِrmun, like most giants, was lazy, so had no desire to carry the

bariaur carcass down the mountain. He would have to find a way for this

bariaur to leave on his own power without returning in the night to cut his

throat. Simply tossing the carcass off the mountainside attracted too many

wolves and predators – and that was no good, as they would keep him up all

night fighting over the carcass. This whole thing made little sense to

Jِrmun, since his hair was quite filthy and filled with lice.

Jِrmun hid in the kitchen with his battle axe. On his bed he made an effigy

of himself with various items, such as pillows, sacks of potatoes, and a mop

hanging out where the head would be, looking like hair. Granted, the mop was

much cleaner than his own hair, but this should fool a bariaur in the dark.

Fen entered the house, snuck into the bedroom and starting cutting what he

thought was giant hair with his stone ceremonial knife.

The giant jumped into the room with the axe and smacked Fen on the head with

the side of the blade. Fen spun with the knife, but the giant easily

disarmed him, smacking him again and knocking him to the ground.

Fen stood up, dizzy and blinded as blood flooded his eyes from a wound on

his stubby scalp.

"I can’t see! I can’t see!" Fen yelled, startled and thrashing about with

his horns and hooves.

This reminded Jِrmun of a conversation he had with his brother Gazug the

night before. His brother, a court mage, recently spoke of a magic tree, The

Tree of Sight, that bloomed in the far reaches of Muspelheim. The tree

produced enchanted fruit that provided "true seeing" for those lucky enough

to eat it. It cured blindness, allowed those who ate it to see through lies

and falsehood and made life forever easier by allowing one to see the

correct action in any given decision. It was a bunch of hooey as far as

Jِrmun was concerned, and besides, why take all the fun out of life?

Gazug spoke of his desire to find the tree, which apparently bloomed

infrequently but was due to produce fruit this season. However, Gazug’s

duties at the court would not allow his quest. When Jِrmun first learned of

his brother’s problem the night before, he had wished he could retrieve the

fruit. Of course this was more to spite his brother and win back favor in

the court than it was to help him out of a sense of altruism or love. Maybe

this bariaur could bring him back that fruit of the tree in exchange for his

mangy, lice-infested hair. He could always eat the bariaur later, even if he

did return.

"Okay goat boy," Jِrmun said to Fen, shaking him by the neck, "here’s the

plan..."

Jِrmun told Fen where to find the Tree of Sight, based on his brother’s

ramblings, and arranged to trade his hair in return for two pieces of fruit

from this enchanted tree. Two sounded like a good number, since he could

always sell one and give the other to his brother.

Fen was happy to be alive but was even happier to have his quest extended.

His hair was coming in slowly and he dreaded returning to the flock without

his hallmark blond locks. What would the does think? Fen agreed to the deal:

two of the fruit for the giant’s hair. He bandaged the bleeding wound on his

head with pieces of mop and headed back down the mountain, thankful for his

life and the time to let his hair grow. Although he didn’t know it at the

time, this would be the last time Fen concerned himself with his appearance.

Fen traveled for several weeks, sleeping during the day to avoid the hostile

giants and moving through the mountains and hillsides at night. Finally he

came to the hill where the tree was supposed to be. The location matched the

description, with a telltale rock outcropping shaped like a turtle halfway

up the hill. The Tree of Seeing sat by itself on the green hillside, which

was alive with a large flock of sheep.

Fen made his way up to the tree, the sheep parting as he made his walked by,

but he noticed that the tree was barren. It was a large tree, maybe a

hundred feet tall, covered with pinkish red five-edged leaves. But there was

no fruit left, or maybe it had yet to bloom. Fen was determined to bring

back the fruit of the tree, no matter how long it took, so he unrolled his

blanket and camped under the tree.

The next day, the tree was still barren, as it was the next week and the

following month. Fen figured that he probably missed the tree’s fruit

bearing season. It could be an entire year before the Tree of Seeing would

again bear fruit! The sheep milled about Fen, baying at him, standing like

an idiot under a barren tree on a deserted hillside in the middle of the

realm of the giants. His supplies grew low, so eventually Fen left his

blanket and gear and went down the hill to find some fresh roughage to eat.

It took nearly a day in that barren region to find enough food to satisfy

his hunger. This was sheep country and they tended to eat everything green

they could find, unlike the more discerning cattle and deer.

Fen walked up the hill the next day with a pack full of fresh food. But he

couldn't find the tree! Besides the distinctive leaves on the ground, there

was no sign that the tree had been there. There was no hole in the ground,

no exposed roots, no exposed earth.

Right before panic set in, Fen thought of what the lost tree meant for him:

no fruit, no giant hair, no adulthood, no mate, no honor, in fact, he

thought he would most likely be shunned from the flock as a disgrace and

disappointment. Fen let out a deep anguished yell that echoed through the

valley. His front legs buckled and he rested his head on the ground, where

he sobbed for what he thought were many hours.

"Strange you are acting, young buck," a deep voice boomed next to Fen.

Fen looked up to see a tall giant, with staff in hand.

"The tree! It was right here and now it’s gone!" Fen cried. "My entire life

is ruined. There is nothing left for me. I will climb the nearest mountain

and throw myself off."

"Necessary not are such extreme actions, young buck," the giant shepherd

replied. "Fruit was bore from The Tree of Seeing while you were away, and to

another plane the tree has passed. Another plane it will move to once again

in one years time, after it bears fruit once more for but a single day. This

gift will all beings of the multiverse receive. Such has it always been and

will always be."

"How do you know of this?" Fen said.

"Ate of the fruit I did when the gift the tree bore," the giant said. "Mine

is the gift of true seeing."

"So how do I find the tree now?" Fen asked, hopeful that his quest was not

completely lost.

"For you to know is not important or desired," the giant said. "To protect

itself and the multiverse, the tree moves as it does. To give up your quest

would be wise young buck, as those who seek surely do not know and surely

are not worthy. To have eaten the fruit is the only way to know of where the

tree may be. And to eat of the fruit is to know that its secret must be

protected for all eternity."

The giant began walking down the hill, apparently deciding that the

conversation was over. Fen sighed and started placing his gear into his

pack. The Tree of Seeing was out there somewhere on the planes, that was for

sure. That barmy giant would be no use, so it was up to him to find it.

Thus began the many adventures of Fen Korab, in which he consulted The

Mimir, traveled to the City of Doors, negotiated with the Archduke of

Maladomini, defeated the One Eyed Wurm of Chronias, navigated the Chaz Maze

of Cocytus, brought warmth to the cold Gehenna hell of the Orcish Night

Lord, fought for independence with the Soul Forge dwarves of Celestia,

sailed the Sea of Flame fighting the Razgul Mephit pirates on the Elemental

Plane of Fire, and many more adventures, none of which yet includes

returning with the fruit of the Tree of Seeing.

There were several times when Fen found the Tree of Seeing out on the planes

and one time when he actually acquired two pieces of the fruit and nearly

made his way back to Ysgard. But as of yet, Fen has not brought the fruit

from the Tree of Seeing to the giant Jِrmun or returned with the giant’s

hair to his flock. Although it would not matter much, as the bucks of his

flock who sent him on his quest are long since dead. Yet Fen has vowed never

to return to the flock without completing his quest. Until that time, Fen

will never be a true bariaur.

- -----

There's more on Fen at my web site.

- --gary
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Types of existence revisited

Hi there,

as usual, any comments appreciated. I really hope

I killed all logical problems now ;-)

On all things animated

First of all, the author assumes that all things have positive and negative

energy in them. Naturally, there is a balance between both. The positive

energy is used to keep the matter together and intact, and even animate it,

while the negative energy works to stop any movement, to destroy it.

This balance would actually keep everything as it is forever, unanimated,

but existing eternally. The reason why objects still crumble to dust after

some time (be it years or millennia) does not lie in positive or negative

energy, but in time, which I consider a very own kind of matter, energy or

something similar. This text, though, does not want to analyze time, but the

effects of positive and negative energy.

For better understanding, I offer here a description of all theoretically

possible beings, animated by either positive or negative energy. Note that

though negative energy is not "meant" as a way of animating, it can still

change things (after all, destruction is change). If channeled in the right

way, negative energy can thus create change in the form of animation.

Although an imbalance with more positive energy seems to be more "natural",

the imbalance with more negative energy seems to be easier to create. This

is probably due to the fact that positive energy binds things together,

creating one whole out of the parts, while negative energy actually rips

and tears everything apart, and thus "invades" a being or object far easier.

So, here is the list of the different types of beings possible:

1: The living beings. They are infused with positive energy once, destroying

the balance and giving actual life to them. They keep on living until that

long-lasting energy is slowly used up and balance returns. Through

nourishing the positive energy of other living beings, this life can be

extremely extended (to what is known as "normal lifespan")

Examples: Many diseases, plants, animals, humanoids. It might be possible

to create "positive zombies", if the "animate dead" spell could be reworked

to use positive instead of negative energy. In fact, some golems might fall

into this category, though they are usually created using spirits of already

existing beings.

2: The undead. In most cases by artificial means is a mortal infused by

negative energy. As counterpart of positive energy, negative energy is

extremely short-lasting, though, and the energy needed to animate an undead

is suddenly used up. Also, an undead could not "fill" itself with negative

energy as much as a living being is "filled" with positive energy, because

such a vast amount of negative energy would overwhelm even an undead and

suddenly destroy it.

Thus, the undead need a permanent link to the Negative Energy Plane in order

to keep on "living". This link gives them a constant income of energy, just

enough to nourish them, while only destroying them a very little bit (as is

negative energy's very nature, and cannot be avoided by the undead

altogether).

The stronger this link is, the more powerful the undead becomes. The more

corporeal the being is, the more it is subject to the negative energy's

effects, and the amount of energy influences the speed as well. A skeleton,

being affected only by very few negative energy, can keep on its' existence

for countless millenniums in the right place; ghosts are usually slain or

manage to fulfill their "personal quest" before their un-lifetime ends, as

well. A lich, though, will one day die "by old age" if he doesn't care for a

new way to prolong his unlife. That is why many liches end up as half-liches

in the end.

Examples: Skeletons, zombies, ghosts, liches

3: Supra-alive beings: Living beings that either have a direct connection to

the Positive Energy Plane (improbable) or which have positive energy as a

very part of their nature, not only giving them life, but more being a part

of their "body", as is their flesh (or whatever they have for it). "Positive

elementals" could even be possible, consisting of nothing but pure energy.

On the other hand, it is not sure if anything can exist without negative

energy as well; it could be an absolutely necessary part of any existence.

After all, Energy Elementals are unknown. I admit, though, this doesn't

mean they don't exist, or at least they could exist.

Examples: The Ravid.

4: Supra-undead beings: Beings not only infused with negative energy, but

instead so full of negative energy they are far more than any but the most

powerful undead could ever become. It is possible that such a state of

existence could be reached if an undead strengthened its' link to the NEP

so much that the negative energy actually became a very part of its' body,

instead of only being its' "animating force".

It is possible as well, though, that negative energy is simply so destructive

that a being who tried this would just vanish into oblivion.

Examples: None; if it is at all possible, this could be the next step for a

half-lich.

5: Para-Alive beings. They're alive due to positive energy AND the belief

power of the Outer Planes. They're something like "living philosophies",

their bodies being formed of matter infused with purest belief (that is,

matter from the Outer Planes).

They would die without positive energy, but they would at least become

weaker, maybe even die, without belief. Probably, though, they can nourish

themselves with belief by "simply" absolutely living their philosophies.

Examples: Powers, celestials, fiends and petitioners

6: Para-Undead. These mirror the above, just that they became undead. Most

of such beings became undead after they already were para-alive beings;

some, most known the undead powers, were already undead when they ascended

to "para-status".

Examples: Vecna, Tenebrous (former Orcus; he might be something even

stranger than a para-undead, as he is the only god who became undead while

he was a power already)

7: Prolonged living beings. Creatures who have lived the mortal time they

had, but still do not die (nor become undead) by being infused artificially

with positive energy. In order to stop any further aging, a permanent

link with the Positive Energy Plane is created, so that the being can

live on forever. This link works in the same way as an undead's link to the

Negative Energy Plane, and thus Prolonged living beings are affected by

clerical turning normally, and spells that severe an undead's connection

to the NEP also destroy a Prolonged living being. Thus, they seem to be

undead in all ways; the difference is just that they aren't.

Examples: Mummies.

8: Prolonged undead beings: Even liches and such creatures can die if

they "live" their undead existence too long. By embracing negative energy

even further, though, they can artificially continue their existence. These

beings have to accept the near-complete destruction of their bodies, though,

and thus have to find a way to directly act with their very soul, or by

using magic or psionics.

Examples: Half-liches.

9: Mixtures of the above: Beings that have both positive and negative energy

in them, but somehow separated from each other. The balance of positive and

negative energy would be re-established by simply inserting more of both

energy types into a being (though the sheer power of both energies could,

at some point, still overwhelm and destroy it), so such a being has to be

able to "channel" the extra-energy of both types separately.

For example, the Myrkul-artifact "The Crown of Horns" slowly turns its'

wearer into a lich. It takes quite a long time, though. During the process,

the wearer would be half alive, half undead. Maybe there are even beings

that are in such a state "naturally".

Examples: Maybe vampires, though they could as well be "normal" undead.

If the latter is the case, they probably twist the positive energy of

their victims into negative energy, or they use it in some way to undo

the destruction caused by negative energy. If they are of the "mixed kind",

though, their nature would be like this: They have the normal undead link

to the Negative Energy Plane, but are infused with an unusual amount of

Positive Energy as well, maybe even also have a link to the Positive Energy

Plane (improbable, though). The Positive Energy is, at least in the long run,

weaker (probably just "fewer") than the Negative Energy, and thus the

vampire would be destroyed by the Negative Energy all too soon. So, he

uses the Positive Energy of living beings in order to avoid the destructive

force of the Negative Energy altogether. With two of these three theories,

this would mean a vampire could theoretically exist forever, something that,

as said, not even liches can do without another change of state of

their existence.

Now that I've described which kind of beings are at all possible, I want

to turn the attention to a slightly different topic: The nature of the

Outer Planes (and possibly the Prime Material) themselves.

These planes are, as we know, created out of the basic elements that we

find in the Inner Planes. Part of the Inner Planes, though, are also the

Energy Planes, and I theorize that the Outer Planes do have Positive and

Negative Energy in themselves, as much as they have Earth or Water in

them. I even assume that the reason for the planes being "aware", as is

heard of occasionally, is that they have an imbalance of these energies,

either containing more positive or more negative energy (though only

slightly). Maybe this is even the reason why belief can shape the Outer

Planes: They're animated by an imbalance of energies, and belief actually

"launches" such animation. I admit, though, I might be totally wrong with

this theory.

If the theory's right, though, this would explain why Undead, who need

a link to the Negative Energy Plane, can exist in the Outer Planes at all:

They simply tap on the energies of the plane they're on, as a substitute

for the NEP itself. If this is true, there's a good chance they're extremely

altered by the belief power of the plane the longer they tap on it.

Also, if the theory's right, it could be possible to create an even

stronger imbalance. The stronger the imbalance is, the more aware the

plane might become (I have heard of a so-called Demiplane of Dread, which

is said to be more aware than the Outer Planes, though I don't know how

much truth lies in this). Also, all the life on such a plane would be

altered extremely; on an extreme positive plane, all life would be

animated, even the simplest plants and maybe even rocks and dust, and all

life would probably live very very long. On an extreme negative plane, there

could be no life at all, but only undead beings, including even plants and

all animals. In any case, such a plane would probably be very aware, maybe

becoming a tyrant of all beings inhabiting it.

I will do more research on this topic soon, hopefully coming back with

descriptions of new undead and other beings, and maybe I even find examples

of said "negative" or "positive" planes. Keep your eyes open. And if you

find my body in case I failed somewhere, please be so nice and do not

animate me as a zombie or skeleton.

Iynex Recath, Inner and Outer Planes sage, and recently an intensive

student of all things animated

Bye,

Heiner

The Paper Plane

(Okay, one more time.)

THE PAPER PLANE:

Being a Quick Survey of the

Demi-Elemental Plane of Paper

(and a Few of its Inhabbitants)

by Yours Very Truly,

Totin Hilboroughs, "famed" Kender Explorer

"Hi there! My name's Totin, Totin Hilboroughs-though how a hill can borough 

is beyond me, but my mother named me after her mother's great aunt's second 

sister, and I'd really love to see a hill actually borough someday-so there 

you are.  Oh, that's right!  I supposed to tell you all about my journey to 

the Paper Plane.  Would you like to hear it?  You would??  Oh GREAT!!!

"See it happened like this:  I was wondering around Dust about four-or was it 

five?-no, no, it was definitely four months ago as I'd just finished washing 

my newest pair of red socks; y'know the ones with the yellow and black zigzag 

patterns going down the sides.  Don't they look just a bit like lightning 

storms?  Y'know I was actually IN a lightning strom once; a really BIG one!  

See me and a friend [5 paragraphs cut for brevity-Ed.]  Well anyway, as I 

said I'd just finished washing my new red socks (the ones with the really 

neat-looking zigzag patterns) and was having a hard time of it, too, 'cause I 

was on the Plane of Dust, which is really Not-So-Nice-a-Place but it has 

losts of Great Stuff if you can find it!  Still it wasn't all bad because 

sock dry quickly there and even if they don't you can always find a 

replacement somewhere.  Anyway, I passed this place calling itself The 

Sawmill so I went up and asked it, "Why do you call yourself The Sawmill?"  

Well it was very rude and didn't answer, so I went inside to see if anyone 

there could tell me why it was called The Sawmill.

    "At first they all laughed at me like I was Clueless or something, but 

then a decent cutter (little joke there!) told me why. 'Its because there's a 

portal near here to the Demiplane of Wood.  The energies from this plane 

cause the Wood to crumble and turn to Dust.  Sawdust, actually.'  'Wow, 

really?' I asked.  'Can I see?'  "Sure,' he replied, 'step this way.'  So, 

making sure I stepped exactly how he stepped, I followed this nice obliging 

man down the street, to the right, up another street, and through a large 

rust-coloured door.  Inside that large rust-coloured door was an even larger 

circular sawblade-y'know the kind they use to cut up really, really big trees 

with?-just hanging there in midair and spraying sawdust all over the place!  

'Where's the sawdust coming from?' I asked between coughs and eye-rubbings.  

'From the Plane of Wood.  You can get there by stepping through the whirling 

dust cloud.'  'Won't I get chopped into little, tiny, teeny-weeny, 

itsy-bitsy, small pieces?'  'Not as long as you've a saw-toothed blad on your 

hands.  That chopak should do just fine.'  'Well thanks again, blood!'  And 

with out further hesitation I srepped through…

"Initially I was kinda confused as to where exactly I was, but that didn't 

bother me; I NEVER get lost.  So I simply started exploring the place and 

saw…[13 very, very long paragraphs cut-Ed.].  This nice tree spirit I met 

helped me out a lot, and because she was a cherry tree-or maybe it was 

because she wasn't a fir, I didn't ask-she told me about this REALLY neat 

place that hardly ANYONE ever goes to.  What luck!  Hey, wake up will ya?  

I'm just getting to the Good Part!

    "The Demi-Elemental Plane of Paper is right between the Elemental Planes 

of Wood and Metal, so it-what's that?  You've never even HEARD of the 

Elemental Planes of Wood or Metal?  Where've you been, berk?

    "See, most folk believe there are only four Main Elements; Fire, Earth, 

Water, Air.  But belief is power, they say (whoever "they" are) and there are 

quite a few blashers, myself among them now, who believe that there are in 

fact FIVE elements: Fire, Earth, Metal, Water, and Wood.  At least that's the 

usual order by which they're named.  See, the Five Elements line up different 

ways depending on whether you're looking at them from the Plane of Qi 

[Positive Energy] or the Plane of Sha [Negative Energy].  Viewed from Qi 

(which is a really funny word 'cause its spelled with a "q" but its 

pronounced with a "ch" like checkers and not like quickling) the Five 

Elements line up in the order already mentioned.  This is called the Yin, or 

Creative, Cycle.  On the other side, if you look at them from Sha, you'll see 

them lined up in a different order: Fire, Metal, Wood, Earth, Water.  This is 

called the Yang, or Destructive, Cycle.  I don't like the sound of that; 

"destructive cycle".  It doesn't sound very friendly to me.  But it IS very 

important because the Demi(Elemental) Plane of Paper is right between Wood 

and Metal.

    "The Plane of Paper is also known as the Plane of Origami or the Folded 

Plane.  It can be pretty tricky to navigate here because of all the sharp 

edges you've gotta watch out for; 'cause if you're not too careful you can 

cut yourself really, REALLY bad.  Also, directions can get VERY confused 

because there's so much extradimentional space in this plane.  Why I bet even 

a minotaur could get lost in some of the dimentional mazes I've seen in that 

plane!  Y'know, I wonder if the Lady use this place to make her Mazes?  I'll 

have to ask her about that sometime, though I've and "eerie feeling" she 

wouldn't like that too much.  Hmm, maybe I'd better not.  Anyway its a very 

colourful little demiplane, and there are lots of critters there, too!  Some 

are kinda like colourful lanterns that just kinda hang there and drift about, 

but most are made of folded paper, what some folks call origami.  These 

origaminals, as I like to call them, have lots of different shapes and sizes, 

but for the most part that's all the difference there is.  The exception here 

(there's ALWAYS an exception, isn't there?) is the Paper Crane.  Chant is if 

a cutter can gather 1,000 Paper Cranes around him in one place, she can ask 

of them one wish.  'Course, this doesn't happen very often; 'specially seeing 

as how most bashers don't even know they exist!  (Bet you feel really smart 

now, eh?)  Anyway, I've got some socks drying near a dragon's nostrils, so 

I'd better go check on them now.  Skeg ya later!"

The Paper Plane 2

> Hiya,

>  

>  I LOVE this one :-) If you've got anything more like this,

>  I'd be glad to see it! :)

>  

>  Bye,

>  

>  Heiner

> 

Well, since you asked...[*evil grin*]

"What?  You afraid of getting a paper cut?"

                --Tlor, a sod whoose never been

"No, I'm not afraid. I'm NEVER afraid.  I just don't like getting LOTS of 

Paper cuts."

                --Totin, a kender who has.

According to "Oriental" theories there are actually five elements, not four, 

and that these five elements combine in different ways depending on whether 

they've been infused with Positive or Negative energy.  (I shan't go into a 

lengthy discussion on this right now, but rest assured I'll sent an article 

to "Mapping Infinity" dealing with just that.)  Where the Razor's Edge of 

Metal cuts across the multi-branched Forests of Wood we find the 

"Demi-Elemental" Plane of Paper.

The Paper Plane, the Plane of Origami, the (Thousand-)Folded Plane, Plane of 

Infinite Folds, The Scroll, or sometimes just "The Leaves"; no matter what 

you call it, this place is DIFFERENT, berk.  Its a plane of warped senses and 

directions.  A plane of hidden wisdom and hidden dangers.  A place of both 

rigidity and fluidity, the Folded Plane is a place of conflict and 

contradiction.  Few come here save the foolish or the curious, and those that 

do quickly become lost (in either sense of the word).  Still, there are 

enough scattered Survivers of The Scroll who can tell us most of what we want 

to know.

    A detailed map of the Folded Plane (which, alas I do not possess at this 

time) would show a riot of colours and patterns travleing every which was 

possible--and even some that are not!  Highly mutable, the nature of the 

plane changes radically as you approach its borderlands.

    Near the border with Wood lies the Birch Forests, where immense birch 

trees spred their leaves into a canopy of greens so vast a body can hardly 

"see the the forest for the trees" as it were.  This is doubtless why Wood 

Elementals and their kin oftentimes call it "The Leaves"; a term which, in 

their minds, is synomimous with Paper itself.

    Slightly to one side of the Birch Forests are the Papyrus Fields, the 

border between Paper and Kelp [the plane between Wood and Water--Dave].  Here 

a body finds numerous wetlands and swamps, so watch your step!

    Next are the Cardboard Canyons, where the baser elements of Paper can be 

found lurking before they finally dissolve and wash away into Salt [between 

Water and Metal--Dave].  Some of the canyons are as twisted as the tunnels of 

Pandemonium.

    Where the Plane of Origami meets with the Plane of Metal is a region know 

to one and all as Razor's Edge.  Unlike most borderlands, which change 

gradually, this one just in sharply.  Here a cutter (sorry) can find sheets 

of shiny, bendable metal that make excelent rapiers and whips and other 

slashing weapons.  Take care, though, as the natives don't take to kindly to 

outsiders peeling-off with a piece of their home.

    Bordering with Razor's Edge, just opposite the Cardboard Canyons is the 

Pulp Sea.  This is where the brackish, muddied waters of Ooze seep in and mix 

with Paper, creating numerous hazards that are (thankfully) unique to the 

region.  This is the home of the Mache-men, one of the "Demi-Elemental" races 

vying for control of the Scroll.  [The others are the "Origamentals" 

(q.v.)--Dave again]

    Finally, where Paper borders with Steam [between Fire and Water] is an 

area known simply as Lanterns, so named because of the Lantern Spirits (q.v.) 

that dwell here.

PHYSICAL CONDITIONS:

The first thing that a traveler notices is that there's something not quite 

right about the information his senses are recieving.  That's because he can 

see, hear, smell, and otherwise sense into other dimentions.  The plane is 

actuall folded in on itself dimensionally, creating numerous extra 

dimentional pockets within numerous extradimentionaly pockets within...well, 

you get the idea.  There is gravity, for those who care about such things, 

but it can get confusing at times when gravity planes start crossing each 

other at weird (and bloods do I mean WEIRD!!) angles.  Oh yeah, aside from 

Lanterns you won't find any pockets of air lying around unless you're 

really--and I do mean REALLY--lucky, so bring your own or do without.

GETTING THERE:

There are no known vortices to the Paper Plane and portals are few, far 

between, and fiendishly hard to find.  A bacher's best bet is to travel the 

Old-Fashioned Way.

HAZARDS:

The primary one here is loosing one's way, a task which is made all the 

easier by the multi-extradimentional nature of the place.  Intelligence (or 

Reason/Int sub-ability) determines how quickly a basher can find his way 

through the maze of criss-crossing angles and planes:

        Intelligence        Travel time     % Get Lost

        12 or less      10 weeks            90%

           13-15              5 weeks           80%

           16-17              2 weeks           70%

             18           10 days           60%

             19            5 days           55%

             20            2 days           50%

             21            1 day                45%

            22+          10 hours           40%

Spells such as true seeing shave 15% of the chance to get lost, but do 

nothing to allivate travel time.  The plane is just to confusing for that.

VISION:

Okay, here comes the wierd part: in the Plane of Origami you can actually see 

into other dimentions!  Why you can even see pockets inside pockets inside 

pockets; it's enough to drive a body barmy to the Spire (and often does, 

too)!  Those that can get a handle on themselve and their senses find it real 

handy, though; you can see 'round corners and ahead in Time.  'Course, so can 

anything else, so I guess it's not THAT much of an advantage.

OTHER DANGERS:

Maze Pockets--These are areas so extradimetionally folded in on themselves 

that they form "natural" maze spells so confusing not even a minotaur is 

immune.

Sharp Edges--Ever have a really bad paper cut?  Well these are worse, much 

worse.  running into one of these results in 4d6 points of damage plus the 

possibility (make a Dex check) of loosing a limb.  Metalic Edges such as 

those found in and around Razor's Edge cause 5d8 points of damage.  Trouble 

with Sharp Edges is this, in a multi-extradimentional plane, two-dimentional 

hazard are hard to notice.

Fly Paper--A sticky paper oft found lying near the Pulp Sea, Fly Paper acts 

as a natural web spell.

Liquid Paper--Another hazard of the Pulp Sea, this noxious fluid has the 

power to erase away part of a sod's memory.

That's all I can endure typing for now.  Coming Next: Denizens of the Plane!

David

<quljIb@cs.com>

THE BOOK of SHADOWS

                           The Arachnonomicon

                       Book One - The Necrogenesis

                               Chapter One

In The Beginning was The One. And The One was with the Void. And The One

WAS Void. And The One saw the whole of The Void. And She saw that it was

good. Within the vast and complex infinity of The Void, The One did

sense an infinitude of strands, enclosed in pockets of multi-dimensional

spaces. And moving across the face of the Void The One became an

Arachnoid of infinite size. And She saw into all the realms of all

dimensions. And all was Void. And The Void was without form. And thus

spoke The One: "In all this formlessness, let there be Order!" And

taking up the varied strands of all existence, she wove them into a

Great Web. And at the centre of the web was The One. And the weaving of

The Web did create the three dimensions of existence, from the formless

strands of multiple dimensions. In the centre of the Web, The One did

lay a Great Egg. And gazing upon Her creation, the One did sense that it

was good.

But The One desired more. "Let there be Time!" She cried, and She did

open some of the pockets which She had closed and did weave new strands

into the fabric of Being. And the Great Egg did begin to pulsate and

glow, and the only sound in the multi-verse was the humming of the Egg.

And She did begin to sing Her song. Her deep, eldritch tones of

astonishing beauty did ring out across the multiverse, and the Egg did

grow and pulsate. "Let there be Light!" spake The One. And the Egg did

shatter, and fling the Children of The One across the Multiverse. And

they joined in her song. And as they sang, the stars did come into

being, one by one, twinkling gently into all existence. And the

fragments of the Egg did orbit the centre of The Great Web and became

the first matter. And The One saw that it was good. "See, my children,

see the beauty of thy making!" And the Children of the One did weave

their webs at the edges of the multi-verse, all interlocking with

perfect harmony with The Great Web which was woven In The Beginning by

The One.

And The One did weave more strands into the fabric of existence, at the

centre of The Web both above and below. And these did become the hub of

a wheel. And into one of these woven realms She did breathe Her vapours,

and She spake "Let there be Air!". And into the second She did spit Her

venom and spake, "Let there be Fire!" And into the third She did weep

some tears and She spake, "Let there be Water!" And into the fourth she

did take some matter from Her body and She spake, "Let there be Earth!"

And all around the hub She did weave a Web of the finest silk of

gossamer purity and She spake "Let there be Ether!" and She smiled for

it was good. And the borders of the five Inner Realms did mix with each

other and create new Realms. And The One smiled, for She knew that it

was good.

And slowly, over aeons, did the Great Web turn, with The One at the

centre and Her Children's Realms at the edge. And the Greatest of the

Realms of The Children of The One was the Abyss. It's gentle shadows and

pure desolation was most pleasing to The One and the majority of Her

children had woven layers there.

                                   ~/~

Introducing the Lady and other matters

<DISCLAIMER> (as seems warranted by people taking things too seriously)

Everything I say here is purely my own opinion.  I make no claims of

factual information enforced by the iron will of the game designers.  If

you want to tell me I'm a complete wanker, please email me personally 

rather than forcing these other nice people to read it.</DISCLAIMER>

The Clueless have to be protected from their own cluelessness if they want

to survive for long.  If a bunch of ready-to-rumble primes stumble out of

a portal into some weird city full of demons and such, and suddenly see

some woman floating along who everyone avoids, they might well assume

she's a person-in-charge who they should either talk to or face off with.

Either one is a Bad Idea (TM).  Besides, I don't make appearances by the

Lady all that common.  You shouldn't see her floating along everytime you

go out to pick up some groceries.  Anything that common becomes mundane,

regardless of how cool it might be.  No, the Lady should be one of those

many aspects of Sigil that the natives assume everyone knows, and will

drop references to in conversation, causing the primes to stop and ask,

"Who's the Lady?".  Whereupon the native will blink, look at them as if

they just said "Do you put the sharp end of the sword through the bad

guy?", and proceed to relieve them of all their money.

Sigil is an anomaly in every sense of the word.  There is no other city

like it in existence.  Beings of every description walk freely through its

streets.  You can buy crusty bread from a creature which would rip out

your lungs if encountered elsewhere.  More money flows through it than

through most whole worlds, and more thieves as well.  It's filled with the

fantastic, the bizarre, the horrific, the breathtakingly beautiful.  In

short, it's everything you would expect from the crossroads of existence.

Now imagine what it would be like to _live_ in such a place.  Not as an

adventurer who stops off to buy a new sword and uses the portals to go

fight yet another beastie.  Not as a factol or an ancient wizard or a rich

merchant-prince.  Just some berk.  A roofer, or a baker, or a tanner.  Or

a beggar.  Or an orphan kid.  You'd see things every day of your life

which would drive most primes barmy.  One would think that such a person

would be completely jaded.  "Oh yeah, another greater demon.  Yawn.  Pass

the ketchup."  But that's the kicker:  as much weird stuff as there is in

Sigil, there is far weirder elsewhere in the planes.  For every species

that you see walking its streets, there are dozens more whose names have

never been recorded.  Sigil, in a way, is a sort of sanity check for those

who would wander into the far reaches of reality.  If a person can come to

Sigil and get _used to it_, think of it as "just home", and stop

shuddering with horror everytime he/she walks outside, then just maybe

they're ready to step out into the planes.  

I tend to wander a lot in my rambling.  I wanted to make a point about the

people of Sigil.  That they're hardened, but not jaded.  Not all of them.

Sure, there are explorers who have "seen it all" and come back to Sigil to

retire and buy drinks with their stories.  But the common people are still

in awe of the city around them.  Parts of it might be familiar, but

there's still stuff there that they talk about in hushed whispers.  Stuff

like the Lady.  Or the dark secrets of the factions (everyone knows the

Dustmen eat those corpses).  Or the dabus.  Imagine if your garbage

collectors were weird floating robed guys who speak through magical images

over their heads.

I personally love nearly everything that the Planescape designers have put

out.  I'm saddened by the thought that we may not see any more material.

But at the same time, I'm utterly baffled by the concept that we have to

accept every offhand comment in every book as "canon" and beat the hell

out of every seeming contradiction.  This isn't Magic: The Gathering.

It's not about the rules.  I don't just mean rules like "roll a d6", but

rules like "tieflings are 1/4 fiend" or whatnot.  Tieflings are whatever

you (the DM) want them to be.  Not what it says on page 513 of the Big

Book of Tieflings (Abridged).  There's nothing wrong with trying to

maintain a coherent and consistent reality, and going with what the book

says is a decent way of doing that, but don't take it too far.  Pretty

much every RPG I've read has one of those little introductions explaining

what role-playing is (for those random people who walk into a gaming store

and pick up that shiny book wondering what it is).  Each and every one

says, in big screaming bold-faced underlined print with little stars

around it:  "If you don't like something, feel free to change it.  It's

your world, not ours.  Use your imagination and have fun."

So, without further ado, here are some of the quirks of my particular

Planescape world.

* Sigil is much bigger than it seems.  While it may not be truly infinite,

no one has ever mapped it completely.  There are certain main roads and

landmarks that have remained unchanged as long as anyone can remember, but

people are always finding new back alleys.  Especially in the Hive.  You

can always get lost in the city, no matter how well you know it.

* As mentioned earlier, Lady sightings are relatively rare.  She is more a

figure of legend than a queen.  Most people in the city have never seen

her.

* There is no "true story" about the Lady.  She is not really a

chronomancer, or a demon queen, or an undead god, or an ascended dabus, or

anything else (though all those stories exist, and all ring of truth on

some level).  She is an icon, above explanation.  Her history will never

factor into a storyline (though false stories certainly will).  She will

never be deposed, and she will never leave the city.  This pains me

greatly (I love to have an explanation for everything), but I feel it's

appropriate.  Any story you can come up with about the Lady would destroy

her mystique, no matter how obscure or fantastic it might be, and with it

destroy much of the mystique of Planescape itself.  Some things should not

be explored.

* The factions aren't iconic.  They're a relatively recent phenomenon

(relative to the Blood War and Lady and Sigil itself; they've still been

around for centuries), and the Lady has allowed them to exist for so long

(for whatever reasons) that few people can remember a time when they

didn't exist.  But that doesn't mean she can't kick them aside with the

nonchalance of a child destroying a sandcastle.  And she will, when I

finally get around to running Faction War (or a highly modified version

thereof).  It won't happen soon, because I love faction politics and the

wonderful characters, but it will happen.  It will surprise the shit out

of everyone involved, spice things up a great deal (no, the factions won't

be dead at all), and put a new fear into those who have come to take the

Lady, the portals, and the factions for granted.  As I said earlier,

anything that doesn't change becomes mundane.

* Guns.  (Certain mindsets will find this more offensive than anything

else I've said, although really it's the most insignificant).  Sigil has

guns.  They're not extremely common, and they're not cheap, and powder

doesn't grow on trees.  But they are available, and those who can afford

them have them.  It is through Sigil that guns have expanded to the few

prime worlds which have them (though they didn't necessarily originate in

the Cage).  This is a very recent phenomenon (past few decades).

* Spelljammers can sail the planes if they manage to make their way there.

These craft are worth fortunes if they can be obtained at all.  There are

rumors of places where the deep phlogiston opens onto the ethereal or the

astral, but by no means has the universe become merely a big ocean anyone

can traverse.  Not all planars have even heard of spelljamming, and most

spelljammers know nothing of the planes.  But it does happen.

* (Just to follow up on a recent annoying thread) Tieflings are "darkness

touched" beings.  Some may well be the offspring of demons, their

children, and so forth.  Others are children born to normal parents but on

a lower plane.  Others may have been raised by wolves.  If a person isn't

of an obviously recognizable race, and gives you the heebie-jeebies, it's

a tiefling.  (Guvners, of course, insist on categorizing different

"tiefling breeds".  Most people dismiss this as bunk.)

* Science has no sway.  People do not have DNA.  Matter does not consist

of atoms.  Disease is not caused by bacteria or virii.  Black powder

cannot be made by Captain Kirk out of rocks he finds on a barren world

while fighting a lizard man.  Magic is the science of Planescape.  Bodily

humors and sympathetic relations and small imps in your stomach are part

of reality.  I get tremendously annoyed when people talk about the

genetics of elves or the physics behind a portable hole.  (Not that you

should stop talking about it just because it annoys me.  Just a personal

thing.)  I myself am an atheist technophile science dork who thinks

astrology, alchemy, and psychic power crystals are utter crap.  But in the

fantasy world of Planescape, I don't want quantum mechanics and chemistry;

I want magic and the mysterious.  Escapism and all that.

* This is too long and I have work to do.  ;)

· -jeff

THE BOOK of SHADOWS 3

                           The Arachnonomicon

                       Book One - The Necrogenesis

                             Chapter Three

And in those ancient days another child of The One was called Moradin.

And he had created the Dwarf. These he had placed in the hills and

mountains and the caverns of the prime. But he wished that they had

greater light to see by, as he had made them hardy and strong,

industrious and fine craftsmen, but he had not the power to make them

see so well in the twinkling twilight of the prime. So he decided to ask

the All-Mother for permission to create more light. But the All-Mother

slept, for with Her weaving of the fabric of Time she had begun to

slowly age, so that She could create the wonder of The Web for the

blessing of Her children, to the fatiguing of Her Essence. And it was

Larethian who whispered The Blasphemy to Moradin.

But Lolth, the best-loved child of The One, did wake Her Mother and told

Her of Moradin's and Larethian's plan.

"My Child!" spake The One. "What woulds't thou do? Woulds't thou spoil

My gift to thee with thy arrogance again!?"

And Moradin spoke: "Forgive us, All-Mother. We wish only to create more

light that my Dwarves may see by!"

"And what of Our other grandchildren? Woulds't thou blind them in thy

folly? No. Thou shalt not do such a thing. Be gone to thy realms and We

shall put the matter right!"

And The One laid a small egg and shaped it into a silvery globe, and

placed it in the sky to circle the world of the prime. And looking upon

the world she saw that her grandchildren had forgotten Her and

worshipped Her children as their Creators. And She saw a race known as

Man, and She knew not which of Her children had created such a short-

lived and primitive beast. And she saw other races, created by Her other

children, Garl Glittergold, Maglubiyet, Yeenoghu, Yondalla and Hruggek.

And she saw that great kingdoms had grown up and that the Children of

Lolth were strong and beauteous and full of grace. And of all Her

Children's Creations, the only race which held the All-Mother, The

Creator, The One, as their Goddess were the Children of Lolth. And the

All-Mother wept, for She was touched by the loyalty and love of gentle

Lolth.

"Mother?" spake Lolth. "The shining, silver orb thou hast created is too

bright for my Elves!"

"I am sorry, my child. But I cannot allow Moradin and Larethian to

destroy all Our creation. It is the only way." And the one returned to

the Heart of The Web to sleep.

And Lolth did send visions to The Seers of Her Dreaming, and revealed

the purpose behind the strange silver light in the sky. And the greatest

of Her Priestesses she did speak to thus:

"The All-Mother, The Creator, The One has placed the light in the sky to

aid the Dwarves and the weaklings of Larethian. The All-Mother's wisdom

is not to be questioned, for She is the Maker of All. The light is too

dim to cause pain to many of Larethian's creations, but my people, you

must travel the world to find the way to The Deep Below. In the

Underdark you will make your new home, for there are caverns of great

size which twinkle with feldspar and silver and mithral and adamantium

and glitter with the gentle light of the sky you once knew. This land is

Promised unto you. And you shall find it as Paradise. Those followers of

Larethian who acknowledge the All-Mother may go with you. Guide them in

the ways of the Truth, for the All-Mother's love for you knows no

bounds, as does mine!"

And the people of Lolth gathered up their possessions and spoke to those

of Larethian, and together the two peoples made their way across the

world, in search of the land which was promised them by Lolth.

                                  ~/~

A glossary of planetouched

Hi all,

I'm trying to put together a glossary of terms together useful for

introducing concepts important to the plane-touched for general use. If the

mood strikes you, look it over and let me know what you might think is worth

adding / changing from this text. Note that concepts not strictly supported

(nor refuted) by the PS core text is delineated by terminology such as "may"

and "some beleive." No I don't really care if you think the canon supports

it or not; that doesn't matter for my purposes - I just want to make a

generally useful glossary that leaves the door open for whatever the reader

wants to do with it...

That said, here it is:

Glossary for the plane-touched:

The following terminology may be familiar to most Planescape fans. It is

provided as a guide for those who may not have or be familiar with

Planescape or certain Planescape material (e.g., Aasimar and Genasi were not

introduced in the original Planescape boxed set.)

Planetouched: A being or race of beings, having the characteristics of both

a mortal race (usually assumed to be human, but possibly other player

character races as well) and a race of Planeborn. This is usually assumed to

be the result of crossbreeding between the said mortal and planeborn races.

It is usually assumed that Slaadi and Modrons cannot cross breed with such

races and thus become progenitors of planetouched. Some assert that

Yugoloths also cannot cross breed with mortals.

Planeborn: One of several races that originate on certain inner or outer

planes. All planeborn races seem to share certain characteristics, including

agelessness, innate magical abilities, an inimical link to one or more

planes, and a strong alignment tendency to match that of their home plane

(if any.) Planeborn races share a number of species that may differ

radically in form and abilities, but will usually have an overriding set of

abilities and immunities that apply to most or all of the planeborn race.

Planeborn races include Fiends, Celestials, Rilmani, Slaadi, Modrons, and

Geniekind.

Aasimar: A race of planetouched descended from celestials (q.v.) and/or

rilmani (q.v.) Aasimar are handsome, glorious looking human like beings.

They are typically filled with righteousness (or depending on your

viewpoint, fill up with their own righteousness) and obligation to do good

as their upper planar progenitors have.

Aasimon: A race of celestials (q.v.) native to the upper planes. They

resemble various angelic looking humanoid beings. Unlike the other

celestials and planeborn races, the aasimon seem to be generally less

strictly associated with a single plane so much as the upper outer planes in

general. They may have a variety of philosophical outlooks but are almost

always strongly morally good. Aasimon are frequently proxies and are

frequently given their forms by powers that they serve. However, despite

their dissimilarities from other planeborn, they are thought to give rise to

planetouched.

Archons: A race of celestials (q.v.) native to the plane of Mount Celestia.

Archons resemble winged humanoid angelic beings, sometimes with animal

characteristics. They are characterized by a strict adherence to their law

and justice, and are morally righteous.

Baatezu: A race of fiends (q.v.) that hail from and control the plane of

Baator (a.k.a., "The Nine Hells.") The have hidous diabolical appearances

and exist in a strict heirarchy. They are characterized by maliciousness,

cruelty, and an overiding respect for social order and the letter of law.

Bladeling: A unique race of humanoid beings residing primarily on Acheron,

who have skin covered in blade-like metallic protrusions. Believed to have

descended from tieflings (q.v.)

Celestials: Any of the major intelligent planeborn(q.v.)  races native to

the upper planes. This includes aasimon, archons, guardinals, and eladrin.

Cordants: A term usually used to describe the planeborn races of the

ethically neutral planes. This category includes Modrons, Slaadi, and

Rilmani. The association between these three races is less than the associat

ion of fiends (q.v.) and celestials.

Eladrin: A race of celestials (q.v.) native to the plane of Arborea. Eladrin

resemble glorious elflike humanoids of great power. Eladrin are typically

characterized by principles of goodness and freedom.

Fiend: Any of the major intelligent planeborn (q.v.) races of the lower

planes. This includes Tanar'ri, Baatezu, Yugoloths, and Gehereleths (also

known by the names demon, devil, daemon, and demodand respectively outside

of the context of the Planescape campaign setting.) Hordlings might be

considered fiends as well.

Gehereleth: A race of bloated winged fiends (q.v.) residing on the plane of

Carceri. Their numbers are few in comparison to other fiendish races, and

they are not beleived to be able to reproduce with any other races and thus

are not known to be progenitors of tieflings.

Genasi: A "race" of planetouched (q.v.) descended from the union between one

of the races of geniekind (q.v.) or some other humanoid elemental creature

(e.g., sylphs, nymphs) and humans. Such creatures are usually solitary and

arrogant, and possessed of certain characteristics and abilities of their

home elemental plane. Some genasi may not be descendants of elemental

creatures, but may be humans living on the elemental planes shaped by their

planes over generations. Some genasi may exist that hail from the para- or

quasi- elemental planes as well.

Geniekind: Any of the various human-like planeborn races that live on the

elemental inner planes. Described in the AD&D monstrous compendium, this

includes djinn, efreet, dao, marid, and jann.

Guardinals: A race of celestials (q.v.) native to the plane of Elysium.

Guardinal species generally resemble a variety of humanoid mammals or

avians. They are amongst the least populous of the celestial races. They

tend to have a moral outlook of moral good untainted by philosophies of law

or chaos.

Hordling: A race of fiends (q.v.) hailing from the plane of the Gray Waste.

Horldings are savage creatures of pure evil. No two hordlings are beleived

to hold the same form, as hordlings are endlessly varying. It may be

possible that some hordlings may be progenitors of tieflings.

Modrons: A major intelligent planeborn (q.v.) race that hails from the plane

of Mechanus. Modrons are organized in a strict hierarchy and have a rigid

lawful social outlook. The various modron subspecies have different shapes

and are strictly ranked according to their species. Modrons are not known to

be able to breed with any other race, and thus are not known to be

progenitors of any planetouched species.

Rilmani: A major intelligent planeborn (q.v.) race native to the Outlands,

and having a moral outlook espousing neutrality and balance. The Rilmani are

possibly the most human appearing of the planeborn of the outer planes.

Slaadi: A major intelligent planeborn (q.v.) race native to Limbo.

Characterized by their chaotic worldview and erratic behavior. The Slaad

species most resemble fierce giant bipedal frogs. Slaad are not known to be

able to cross breed with humans nor any other species, thus do not produce

any manner of planetouched.

Tanar'ri: Typically called "demons" outside of the context of the Planescape

setting, Tanar'ri are a race of fiends native to the Abyss. The various

Tanar'ri races vary in form from nearly human (succubi) to extremely unhuman

and grotesque. Tanar'ri count two half breed races among their numbers -

Alu-Fiends and Cambions. Tanar'ri are fierce brutal hateful creatures who

believe in no social principle beyond "look out for number one" and "the

weak exist to be crushed by the strong."

Tiefling: A race of planetouched (q.v.) with heritage or characteristics

derived from the lower planes. It is commonly beleived that tieflings

descend from a union between humans and fiends, though some beleive that

such creatures may be born spontaneously from a union with no fiendish blood

after generations of their anscestors residing on the lower planes.

Yugoloth: A race of fiends (q.v.) that originally hail from the Gray Waste.

They now primarily reside in Gehenna, but also have strongholds in the Gray

Waste and Carceri. The are twisted and purely evil, eternally engaged in

some wicked plot or deception. Unlike other fiends, they do not arise from

petitioners/larvae. They have been known to be progenitors of some

tieflings.

- -Alan

The Faithful of the Goddess

I originally created this group up a while back, as part of a thread about

how monotheism could work in Planescape.  I've finally gotten around to

writing them up as a Sect.  Comments are welcome.

THE FAITHFUL OF THE GODDESS

(The Children, The True Believers)

SECT PHILOSOPHY:  The One Goddess is the true creator of all, and all

mortal beings that exist are Her children.  They have gone astray, led

into error by demons that masquerade as false gods.  Her children must be

gathered back into the fold, and must be taught the truth once more.

Those of her children who learn the truth and refuse to follow it are

damned and, sorrowfully, must be considered enemies.

     The Children of the Goddess hail from an obscure Prime world, where

one Power rose to dominate all the others.  The followers of this Power

have recently entered the Planes, and they are now trying to convert the

entire multiverse.  It may seem hopeless, but those in the know remember

the origins of the Harmonium, and they wonder.

     The current leader of the Faithful of the Goddess in the Outer Planes

is Mullin LuAtha, a charismatic priestess in her early 40s.  She has the

responsibility for spreading her sect's beliefs, coordinating the efforts

of the faithful in the Outer Planes, and reporting successes (and

failures) to her superiors on the Prime.  Sect members are primarily

human, although their doctrines have gained them a degree of success among

the less-cynical tieflings.  Other races tend to ignore the sect, but

Mullin has great faith that they will one day see the light.

PRIMARY PLANE OF INFLUENCE:  The Children are still most powerful on their

home world on the Prime.  Their Outer Planar headquarters are found in the

Gate-town of Ecstacy, and members may be found anywhere.

ALLIES AND ENEMIES:  The Children don't have many of either.  They're on

reasonably good terms with the Harmonium, but the True Believers tend to

be even more hard-headed than the Hardheads.  They also get on well enough

with the Godsmen, but insist that the only true path to ascenscion is

through the One Goddess.  They despise the Athar, and find the views of

the Sinkers repugnant.

ELIGIBILITY:  Any nonevil being who is willing to convert to the faith of

the One Goddess may join the sect.  However, chaotics tend to find the

hierarchical structure of the sect confining.

BENEFITS:  The Faithful of Goddess deny the divinity of any Power but the

One Goddess, and this grants them a minor resistance to their powers.  All

Children gain a +1 on saving throws against any spell cast by a cleric who

does not worship the One Goddess, and a saving throw of 20 against spells

which do not normally grant saving throws.

RESTRICTIONS:  Cutters who join the Faithful of the Goddess may not

benefit from any spell cast by an "false" priest (that is, one who does

not serve the One Goddess).  Those who do benefit involuntarily lose their

sect benefit until they gain absolution from a higher-ranking sect member.

Those who benefit voluntarily suffer the wrath of the One Goddess, in the

form of a -1/-5% on all actions in addition to the loss of sect benefits.

This may only be lifted by an _atonement_ spell cast by a priest of the

One Goddess (or by a priest who serves a Power of at least Intermediate

status, in the case of those who seek to renounce their membership in the

sect). 

Richard Gant

Slaad

I want to consider slaadi, but the available information is scrambled

and inconsistent (does a death slaad have 18(00) or 18(01) strength?).

This is actually appropriate to the slaadi, but it looks like sloppy

work. While I wouldn't normally reproduce an entire monster description,

I feel that in this case it is necessary in order to define my terms.

This text has been altered from canon to suit my understanding; please

comment if it is unclear or contradictory or if you have questions or

if you just feel like it.

Slaad, General

CLIMATE/TERRAIN:Limbo

ORGANIZATION:
Group


ACTIVITY CYCLE:
Any

DIET:           Carnivore

ALIGNMENT:      Chaotic neutral

The slaadi are great frog-like beings, who dwell on the 

outer plane of Limbo. Their form is that of a large bipedal 

frog, though some of the more powerful slaadi have polymorph 

self or shape change abilities and sometimes appear as men.

 In frog form their heads are huge and their claws are 

extremely sharp. There are powerful symbols embedded into 

their foreheads signifying rank. They speak their own language. 

Limited Telepathy allows them to understand and converse with 

all things; however, Slaadi do not negotiate.

Combat: Slaadi groups fight as individuals, with each Slaad

selecting one opponent. When that opponent is dead, they 

might choose another opponent if any remain unengaged,

but they will not assist another Slaad in battle. If no

opponents are available, a Slaad may wait until one of 

the current battles has ended, challenge another Slaad

to battle, or perhaps just wander off. 

Slaadi have no appreciation for numbers, and will not retreat 

from a large force of individually weak opponents.

Slaadi can injure opponents that normally require

magical weapons to harm; red or blue slaadi make melee

attacks as +2 weapons, green as +3, and gray or death 

slaad can harm creatures that normally require +4

weapons to hit; they do not inflict bonus damage.

Slaadi lords can injure any creature they strike.

As paramortals, slaadi are immune to aging and withering

attacks. They are immune to enviornmental damage on their

home plane of Limbo, and may be resistant to enviornmental 

damage on other planes (this appears to vary by individual).

Greater Slaad can always resume their true form, breaking

any polymorph effects used against them.

Red slaadi are produced by blue slaadi from humanoids,

while blue slaadi are produced by red slaadi from humanoids.

Powerful humanoids sometimes become greater (green) slaadi 

instead; greater slaadi have no known means of reproduction.

Habitat/Society: Slaadi have a hierarchial society. Their 

caste system is rigid because the strong will simply destroy 

the weak for disobedience; lesser slaadi are forced to be 

their servants. Reds and blues aid each other only when

compelled to do so by a greater slaad.

Ecology: Although slaadi are inhabitants of the outer planes,

and are frequently found travelling the lower planes, they 

have little or nothing to do with the Blood War between the 

baatezu and the tanar'ri.

Red Slaad

FREQUENCY:
Uncommon

INTELLIGENCE:
Low(5-7)

TREASURE:
K,Q 

NO. APPEARING:
3-18

ARMOR CLASS:
4

MOVEMENT:
6

HIT DICE:
7+3

THAC0:
        13

NO. OF ATTACKS:
3 (claw, claw, bite)

DAMAGE/ATTACK:
1d4/1d4/2d8

SPECIAL ATTACKS:Stun, egg-pellet, melee as +2 weapon

SPECIAL DEFENSES:

MAGIC RESISTANCE:30%

SIZE:
L (8' tall)

MORALE:
Average (8-10)

XP VALUE:
2,000

Combat: Red slaadi have a special gland under the skin of each claw. 

When one hits with a claw attack, there is a 25 % chance that an egg 

pellet is planted in its opponent's body. The egg pellet begins to 

move through the victim's body, often without the victim even knowing 

he has been infected until it reaches the chest cavity. There it 

gestates for three months, forming a baby red slaad that will eats 

it way out of the victim's body, killing him. The victim falls very 

ill 24 hours before the baby slaad eats its way out. An egg pellet 

can only be detected by a detect disease spell, and destroyed by a 

cure disease or similar spell.

Red slaadi regenerate at a rate of 2 hit points per melee round. 

They can attempt to gate in 1-2 additional red slaadi twice per day 

with a 40% chance of success. Once per day, red slaadi may stun by 

emitting a loud croak that affects all opponents within 20 feet of 

the slaad. Victims must make a saving throw vs. petrification or be 

stunned for two rounds.

Blue Slaad

FREQUENCY:
Rare


INTELLIGENCE:
Low (5-7)

TREASURE: 
K,Q

NO. APPEARING:
2-12

ARMOR CLASS:
2

MOVEMENT:
6

HIT DICE:
8+4

THAC0:

13

NO. OF ATTACKS:
5 ((claw/claw)x2, bite)

DAMAGE/ATTACK:
2d6/2d6 x2, 2d8

SPECIAL ATTACKS:Disease, melee as +2 weapon

SPECIAL DEFENSES:

MAGIC RESISTANCE:40%


SIZE:   L (10' tall)


MORALE:
Steady(11-12)


XP VALUE: 9,000

Combat: Blue slaadi have two razor-sharp bone rakes sticking 

out from the back of each hand. These potent weapons inflict 

2-12 points of damage on a successful hit. They have perfected 

their fighting style with these rakes, which give them two 

attacks per hand. Their bite does 2-16 points of damage per 

hit and has a 10% chance of infecting the slaad's opponent 

with a rotting disease. Blue slaadi have the following magical 

abilities, usable one a time, once per round, at will:

hold person (one person only), passwall, and telekinesis.

Twice per day, they may attempt to gate in either 1-2 blue 

slaadi, or one green slaad, with a 40% chance of success

on each attempt.

The disease inflicted by a blue slaad transforms a humanoid

victim into a red slaad over three months time. The disease

is undetectable in the first month except by a detect disease

spell, but its effects become obvious thereafter. Cure disease

or a similiar spell cures and reverses the effect.

Green Slaad

FREQUENCY:
Very Rare


INTELLIGENCE:
Average (8-10)

TREASURE: 
R

NO. APPEARING:
1d6

ARMOR CLASS:
0

MOVEMENT:
9

HIT DICE:
9 +5

THAC0:

11

NO. OF ATTACKS:
3 (claw, claw, bite)

DAMAGE/ATTACK:
1d6+2,1d6+2, 2d8

SPECIAL ATTACKS: melee as +3 weapon

SPECIAL DEFENSES:+1 or better magical weapon to hit.

MAGIC RESISTANCE:50%


SIZE:   L (7+' tall)


MORALE:
Elite(13-14)


XP VALUE: 11,000

Green slaadi are the weakest of the greater slaad. They are

produced by red or blue slaadi from the living body of a 

powerful humanoid. A green slaad can polymorph at will

into the form of the host that spawned it; some slaadi

have been reported to inherit memories from their humanoid

source.

In combat, they prefer to gate red or blue slaadi to fight 

for them, but can fight viciously if pressed.

Twice per day, at 50% chance of success, green slaadi can

attempt to gate in 1d6 red, 1d4 blue, 1d2 green, or a gray

slaad.

Green slaadi are known to develop 1d6 minor spell-like abilities 

(spells of 1st or 2nd level) usable one at time, once per round, 

at will; 1d4 major abilities (3rd to 5th level spells) usable 

one at time, once per round, at will; and one exceptional

ability (6th or 7th level spell) usable once per day, at will.

These abilities do not require spell components.

Gray Slaad

FREQUENCY:
Very Rare


INTELLIGENCE:
High (13-14)

TREASURE: 
R x2

NO. APPEARING:
1d4

ARMOR CLASS:
-2

MOVEMENT:
12

HIT DICE:
10 +6

THAC0:

11

NO. OF ATTACKS:
3 (claw, claw, bite) or 2 (weapon/weapon)

DAMAGE/ATTACK:
2d4+2, 2d4+2, 2d8; or by weapon 

SPECIAL ATTACKS: melee as +4 weapon

SPECIAL DEFENSES:+1 or better magical weapon to hit.

MAGIC RESISTANCE:60%


SIZE:   M (6' tall)


MORALE:
Champion (15-16)


XP VALUE: 15,000

A green slaad who survives for more than a century will

journey deep into the soup far from other slaadi and

spend at  least a year in solitary contemplation;

those who survive become gray slaadi.

A gray slaad can polymorph at will into the form of the 

host that spawned it, in which form it fights with a

weapon in each hand, without penalty. Gray slaadi often

have magical weapons.

Twice per day, at 60% chance of success, a gray slaad can

attempt to gate in 1d4 more gray slaadi.

Gray slaadi are known to develop 1d6 minor spell-like abilities 

(spells of 1st or 2nd level) usable one at time, once per round, 

at will; 1d6 major abilities (3rd to 5th level spells) usable 

one at time, once per round, at will; and 1d4 exceptional

abilities (6th, 7th, or 8th level spell) usable once per day, 

at will. These abilities do not require spell components.

A gray slaadi has the ability to wind walk at will.

Some can enchant an item if given time and materials.

Death Slaad

FREQUENCY:
Very Rare


INTELLIGENCE:
Genius (17-18)

TREASURE: 
Z

NO. APPEARING:
1d2

ARMOR CLASS:
-4

MOVEMENT:
12

HIT DICE:
15 +7

THAC0:

5

NO. OF ATTACKS:
3 (claw, claw, bite) or 2 (weapon)

DAMAGE/ATTACK:
3d6, 3d6, 2d10; or by weapon +3 (str)

SPECIAL ATTACKS: melee as +4 weapon, stun

SPECIAL DEFENSES:+2 or better magical weapon to hit.

MAGIC RESISTANCE:70%


SIZE:   M (6' tall)


MORALE:
Fanatic (15-16)


XP VALUE: 22,000

A death slaadi is produced by self-improvement of a gray 

slaad. A death slaad can polymorph at will into the form of the 

host that spawned it, in which form it has at least 12 charisma,

18(01) strength and strikes twice per round with its weapon of 

choice, which is often magical. The claw attack of a death 

slaad is so powerful that a person struck by it must make

a constitution check or be stunned for 1d6 rounds.

Once per turn, a death slaad can gate in 1d8 of any other type

of slaad except other death slaad; this gate always succeeds.

Death slaadi are known to develop 1d6 minor spell-like abilities 

(spells of 1st or 2nd level) usable one at time, once per round, 

at will; 1d6 major abilities (3rd to 5th level spells) usable 

one at time, once per round, at will; and 1d6 exceptional

abilities (6th, 7th, or 8th level spell) usable once per day, 

at will. These abilities do not require spell components.

A death slaadi has the ability to wind walk at will.

They can enchant an item if given time and materials.

The known examples of death slaadi are known because they

lead slaadi armies into raids against other planes to capture

the humanoid hosts that the slaadi race requires for its

perpetuation.

Slaadi Lord

Four slaadi lords are known to exist:

Ssendam, Ygorl, Chourst, and Rennbuu.

What little is known about them can be found on 

page 52 of "On Hallowed Ground". I don't feel

like developing stats on them right now.

- -Galen

Lycanthrope, Werebunny 

Climate/Terrain:  Temperate/Urban (Residential)  

Frequency (Elysium, Amoria):  Uncommon  

Organization:  Bevy  

Activity Cycle:  Any  

Diet:  Herbivore  

Intelligence:  Special: Intellect low (5-7), Wisdom high (13-14)  

Treasure:  O or U  

Alignment:  Neutral Good  

No. Appearing:  1 (3d6)  

Armor Class:  10, 8, 6  

Movement:  12, 15, 18  

Hit Dice:  3 +6  

THAC0:  17  

No. of Attacks:  1  

Damage/Attack:  1 (bite)  

Special Attacks:  Inflict Lycanthropy  

Special Defenses:  Silver or +1 or better Magical weapons 

                   to hit; Regeneration, 1 hp/hour  

Magic Resistance:  None  

Size:  M, M, T  

Morale:  Unreliable (2-4)  

XP Value:  None (deliberately harming a Bunny is an inherently Evil act)  

Description: Werebunnies are women who have an innate magical ability 

to alter their usual human form into that of a rabbit or into a hybrid 

form incorporating human and rabbit features. Where three entries appear 

in the above table, the first is for the human form, the second is for 

the hybrid form, and the third is for the rabbit form. 

Appearance: In human form, Bunnies appear as attractive and healthy 

young women with highly developed breasts. As rabbits, Bunnies stand 

about 2 ft tall. In hybrid form, Bunnies retain a generally human 

appearance, but add a furry, ball shaped tail, a dense pelt, and 

large rabbit ears protruding over the top of the head. 

Combat: Bunnies are non-violent, and will flee aggressors when possible, 

seeking protection from others. If cornered, a Bunny may bite; this bite 

can infect the victim with Were-Bunny Lycanthropy (see Variants below).

Bunnies are immune to polymorph attacks. They can only be harmed by 

Silver or Magical weapons of at least +1 enchantment. 

Habitat/Society: Bunnies exist for motherhood, they live to bear and 

raise children; their character is nurturing and supportive. 

The only communities known to include significant numbers of Bunnies 

are on the first layer of Elysium; elsewhere, they are very rare at best. 

Ecology: Bunnies have no males of their own race, and mate with Humans 

(usually) to reproduce; children are born in pairs as male-female twins, 

with females being Bunnies, while males are of their father's race.

Young Bunnies have only the hybrid form until age 7, when they gain the 

ability to shift to any of their three forms. Bunnies reach adulthood 

by age 14; young Bunnies often work as serving girls, as this serves 

their need to feed things. Older Bunnies work as wet nurses, a role 

for which they are amply provided. Young children (<6 years for humans) 

are always very fond of Bunnies.

Werebunnies are always healthy, and have an effective Constitution of 20, 

with Immunity to non-magical disease. 

Variants: An infected werebunny (male or female) assumes the hybrid 

form of a human female with a cottontail, full pelt, and rabbit ears

 on the 3 nights of the Full Moon, and is compelled to mate; Charisma, 

rather than Strength, is enhanced to 19. This desire typically 

manifests toward one man, often someone toward whom the subject 

already has feelings; it does not matter if the feeling is 

friendship or hatred, only the strength of the emotion is 

considered. When the character returns to normal form, 

10% to 60% (1d6*10) of any wounds suffered while in hybrid 

form heal instantly. The character also has hazy, 

haunting memories of performing carnal acts.

General information on lycanthropy and lycanthropic 

infections is found in the Monstrous Compendium. 

- -Galen

Eladrin Pony

Pony, Eladrin 

Climate/Terrain:  Arborea, Any  

Frequency:  Common  

Organization:  Herd  

Activity Cycle:  Any  

Diet:  Herbivore  

Intelligence:  Semi (2-4)  

Treasure:  nil  

Alignment:  Neutral  

No. Appearing:  5d6 (wild)  

Armor Class:  7  

Movement:  24 (trot) + special  

Hit Dice:  3 +3  

THAC0:  17  

No. of Attacks:  3 (kick, kick, bite)  

Damage/Attack:  1d6, 1d6, 1d3  

Special Attacks:  none  

Special Defenses:  none  

Magic Resistance:  10%  

Size:  M (14 hands)  

Morale:  Steady-Champion (11-16)  

XP Value:  270  

Description: Eladrin ponies are a small wild horse found 

throughout Arborea, on all three layers. They possess an 

inherent ability while not heavily encumbered to pass over 

sandy, muddy, or swampy ground without difficulty; 

and to pass over water while moving at full trot or faster. 

They do not possess the ability to walk on air. 

Appearance: Eladrin ponies stand about 14 hands (4ft, 8in) 

high at the withers. While colors and markings vary 

similiarly to the Eladrin warhorse, 

Eladrin ponies always have green-colored socks. 

Combat: Eladrin ponies attack by kicking with their front hooves 

and biting. They are only 5% likely to panic at loud noises or fire. 

Habitat/Society: The horse's gestation period is about 11 months. 

Mares give birth to a single foal. The foal is weaned after six months. 

It is mature after three years, and is considered adult at age six. 

The usual life span of an Eladrin pony is 65 years. 

Ecology: Eladrin ponies live in any but the most mountainous terrain, 

but have been found only in Arborea.

An Eladrin pony can carry 220 lbs without encumberance, 

330 lbs at half speed, and 440 lbs at one-third speed. 

A pony encumbered above 330 lbs is unable 

to cross soft ground without sinking.

Eladrin ponies are not readily domesticated, 

and are likely to escape into the wilderness if mistreated. 

- -Galen

Shiere Steed

Horse, Eladrin War 

Climate/Terrain:  Arborea, Forest  

Frequency:  Uncommon  

Organization:  Herd  

Activity Cycle:  Nocturnal  

Diet:  Herbivore  

Intelligence:  Low (5-7)  

Treasure:  nil  

Alignment:  Neutral  

No. Appearing:  4d6 (wild)  

Armor Class:  6  

Movement:  24 (trot) + special  

Hit Dice:  4 +4  

THAC0:  17  

No. of Attacks:  3 (kick, kick, bite)  

Damage/Attack:  1d8, 1d8, 1d3  

Special Attacks:  Able to hit creatures that normally 

                  require a +1 magical weapon to harm.  

Special Defenses:  none  

Magic Resistance:  10%  

Size:  L (17-20 hands)  

Morale:  Steady-Fearless (13-20)  

XP Value:  420  

Description: Eladrin warhorses are used by the Shiere knights 

in their patrols of Arborea; steeds chosen as mounts always 

have fearless morale and at least 5 hit points per die. 

They possess the size and strength of a heavy warhorse, 

but the speed and agility of a light warhorse.

Eladrin horses can "Air Walk by starlight" whenever 

the sun is not in the sky; this ability functions continuously. 

Appearance: Eladrin warhorses stand between 17 and 20 hands high 

at the withers; they are relatively lightly built, weighing 

only 2000-2800 pounds. The Eladrin palomino is reported to 

be a particularly popular mount, with a golden coat and 

silvery mane and tail; however, steeds also appear with 

other colors or markings, including green coats and/or manes. 

Combat: War horses will fight independently of the rider 

on the second and succeding rounds of melee. They attack 

by kicking with their front hooves and biting. 

Eladrin warhorses do not panic. 

Habitat/Society: The horse's gestation period is about 11 months. 

Mares give birth to a single foal. The foal is weaned after six months. 

It is mature after four years, and is considered adult at age seven. 

The usual life span of an Eladrin horse is 50 years. 

Due to their intelligence, even wild Eladrin horses train 

in fighting techniques usually reserved to warhorses; 

this makes them effectively impossible to break into domestication. 

It can be presumed that they support the Shiere willingly, 

but their motives for doing so remain undiscovered. 

Ecology: Eladrin horses live in forests rather than grasslands; 

their ability to Air Walk allows them to graze on the new 

leaves at the tree tops.

An Eladrin steed can carry 280 lbs without encumberance, 

420 lbs at half speed, and 560 lbs at one-third speed. 

A mount encumbered above 420 lbs is unable 

to gain altitude while Air Walking. 

Variant: see Pony, Eladrin

Tieflings...again

<< >Their use, difference from tieflings, relation with baatezu society and

 >such.  >>

To answer this question we need to answer what we know about the situation. 

1.) What is the nature of the baatezu?

Hopefully, we all have gotten the notion that the baatezu philosophy revolves 

around the concepts of order and breeding strength through hardship. They are 

also creatures that seek power over others to expand their philosophy that 

they aggressively promote.

 2.)Why would they seek to cross breed with mortals?

Reasons for spreading their genetics to other creatures would be based upon 

the mindset of the creatures in question. Certainly lust may be a factor, but 

the baatezu tend to do things in an organized, program oriented manner. You 

would probably be correct in therefore theorizing that the head of Baatorian 

Mortal Relations would have a hand in this. 

3.) What advantages would this give to the baatezu as a race?

 Increasing their population? Maybe, depends on how easy of a procedure this 

is for them. Allowing them to infiltrate other populations more successfully? 

Again, possibly. Depending on what appearance of a baatezu half-fiend, or 

abilities it may possess. 

4.) What races are they capable of breeding with? 

Since the very existence of baatezu of a cambion-esque nature has never been 

confirmed in may be very well theoretically possible that they do not exist 

at all and as such, may be the result of the baatezu being unable breed with 

other races. Then again...no solid knowledge has presented itself suggesting 

that baatezu cannot breed with other creatures.

5.)What methods of genetic transfusion are used? 

We tend to assume that this would occur via the process of sexual 

reproduction. This may not be the case, however. It is wholly possible that 

the baatezu are incapable of spreading their genes in this manner. However, 

with a race as adaptable and ingenuitive as the baatezu it isn't out of the 

question that they may have found other means of achieving this goal (e.g., 

magical genetic transfusion, as the Half-Giant in the Dark Sun campaign). 

Some think that they can breed through sexual reproduction with humans at 

least. But only that the males of the race can do so as females are 

infertile. This is somewhat logical, as there are not infant baatezu known in 

Baatorian society (which would have to occur if the females were capable of 

reproduction as we know it). Some have even conjured that such mixed heritage 

creatures may be sired from the very nature of the plane itself. Maybe all 

three methods are right, or maybe all three are wrong. All we can really be 

sure of is that baatorian tieflings exist, and we can't even be sure whether 

or not they are telling the truth about their heritage or that divinations 

about the matter are all that reliable, such is the nature of the lower 

planes.

6.) Assuming that tieflings do exist that are authentically of baatezu 

bloodlines, how did they get them?

Either half-baatezu do exist, or when genetic transfusion occurs by some 

method it isn't as efficient, thus producing weaker offspring. Perhaps, if 

magical gene splicing is a method, or planar infusion, that only a fraction 

of baatezu power is acquired in the process. Thus accounting for the degraded 

level of power when one compares a tiefling to a cambion.

7.) What evidence do we have arguing for a baatezu "cambion" counterpart?

The widespread notion that many tieflings indeed do possess baatezu 

bloodlines.

8.) What evidence do we have to support a conclusion that a cambion-esque 

race does not exist?

One word, aasimar. The aasimar are considerably weaker than either their 

parent or a cambion/alu-fiend in terms of natural inherited ability. Thus, we 

 have to ask another question. IF the aasimar are directly descended from 

Celestials (and Rilmali), then isn't it possible for tieflings to be directly 

descended from baatezu? Or conversely, if more powerful counterparts to a 

baatezu tiefling do exist, then is it not possible that a more powerful 

crossbreed of Celestial bloodlines also exists? If so, where are they? 

Celestials aren't given to deception like fiends are, but assuming to much in 

any situation is one of the greatest flaws a body can attain.

9.) The position of a more powerful type of "cambion" baatezu in baatorian 

society?

The baatezu are notorious for valuing strength and allowing creatures to 

ascend in their hierarchy based upon their ability. A creature that holds a 

more powerful connection to the baatezu bloodlines than a tiefling would 

probably still be weaker than a typical baatezu. This probably means that 

they are either viewed with disgust or exempt from the process. If the first 

is true you'd probably come across a renegade "cambion" baatezu that was 

bitter at the rest of that group. As such, you'd probably have some public 

knowledge of them. Even more so if they then sought refuge with creatures 

(e.g., Celestials) to protect them from the wrath of angry, secretive 

parents. For if such a race indeed does exist and hasn't been made a matter 

of common-held record you can assume it's a well protected secret. But, if 

the "alu-fiend" baatezu counterpart IS exempt from the process, and are used 

for espionage, and are relatively few in numbers (which would make sense, 

otherwise you'd have so many operatives running about, someone, somewhere is 

bound to run across one and put one and one together) AND are intentionally 

bred (which would most likely be the case considering the nature of the 

baatezu) then you could probably conclude that they would have a special 

status, much as the erinyes holds. You could also make the safe assumption 

that such creatures would be heavily watched by other baatezu (exposing their 

existence could be disastrous for Baatorian espionage practices) and 

thoroughly indoctrinated. A valuable commodity for sure. As these creatures 

would have been intentionally created, unlike their abused tanar'ri 

counterparts.

10.) If a "cambion/alu-fiend" baatezu exists, why hasn't it been found?

There are only two reasons for this. (a.) They don't exist, or (b.) They are 

one of the best secrets in the multiverse. And if that is the case, you'd 

better reevaluate who your friends are, for when fiends hide something, you 

can be sure there is a reason. And you can also sure that is isn't a 

benevolent one. Fiends don't hide things unless it is in their benefit to do 

just that. So if they do look exactly like their mortal parents it could 

account for this easy concealability. If not, what do they look like, and why 

haven't we been able to tag them earlier? A creature with hamatula-like or 

pit fiend-like features certainly would stand out, wouldn't it? 

11.) Can baatezu/tanar'ri tieflings mate with each other? Or what about a 

tiefling and a cambion/alu-fiend? Or what about a "cambion" baatezu and a 

cambion/alu-fiend or tiefling?

This is really simple to answer, nobody really knows. Maybe tanar'r of pure 

blood can mate with a baatezu. Or maybe not. Considering there aren't any 

evidence to suggest that they can. All information that can be presented 

would be merely speculative. Accordingly, the tanar'ri/baatezu cross-breeds 

may or may not be able to reproduce with each other or other forms of 

cross-breeds either. But, maybe their other bloodlines could make this 

possibility more feasible with a common link, or perhaps there is still too 

much inherently different about them. When discussing this, other questions 

result. Could a tiefling/alu-fiend/cambion cross breed with an aasimar? An 

aasimar with a fiends? A tiefling with a Celestial? A Yugoloth with a 

tanar'ri? If any of those things happen, I certainly don't know about them. 

But none are any more or less possible then a baatorian "cambion". It is all 

theory until you have one and then you can begin to make it fact, if it is, 

that is.

The Vorpal Chipmunk of Death

Jackalope

                        Jackalope       Moosehare

CLIMATE/TERRAIN:     Temperate      Tundra/Steppe

                    Plains/Scrublands

FREQUNCY:           Uncommon        Rare

ORGANIZATION:       Herd            Herd

ACTIVITY CYCLE:     Any         Day

DIET:                   Herbivore       Herbivore

INTELLIGENCE:Animal to Semi- (1-4)  Animal to Semi- (1-4)

TREASURE:           W               J, K, or U

ALIGNMENT:          True Neutral        True Neutral

No. APPEARING:      10-400 (10d20)  25-100 (5d16+20)

ARMOUR CLASS:       6               5

MOVEMENT:           24, Bw 4        20

HIT DICE                2+3             3+1

THAC0:                  17              16

No. ATTACKS:            1               1

DAMAGE/ATTACK:      1-3 bite or         1-4 bite or

                        3-8 (1d6+2)     4-10 (2d4+2) Antlers

                        Antlers

SPECIAL ATTACKS:    swarm, trample          trample

SPECIAL DEFENCES:   camoulflage, surprized  Camoulflage, surprized

                        only on a 1             only on a 1

MAGIC RESISTANCE:   immune to slow spells   immune to slow spells

                        and effects             and effects

SIZE:                   Small (2'-3' long)      Small (2 ½'-4' long)

MORALE:         Individual:  Average (8-10),    Individual:  Average (8-10)

                    Herd:  Fearless (20)            Herd:  Fearless (20)

XP VALUE:                   175                     240

                    Leader:  210                Leader:  290

"Jackalopes?  Watch out for them critters, berk.  Chant is one o' them 

stampedes of thers leveled a burg in the Beastlands."

- --Czelkoi Flanagrant, Interpalnar Trapper Extrordinaire

 Description:  Jackalopes are the result of an attempt to magically 

cross-breed a jack rabbit and an antelope.  They resemble large jack rab-bits 

with the antlers of a prong-horn deer.  Both males and female have antlers, 

though males have larger racks-sometimes measuring up to a foot in length.  

Colouration ranges from light brown or grey to dark red-brown or black with 

lighter fur on the throat, nose, and belly.  They often have spots or broken 

stripes along the back.  Occationally, a jackalope will be born with the 

colouration of a gazelle.

Combat:  Jackalopes have remarkable camoul-flage and thus there is a -3 on 

any attempt to spot them if they are standing still.  This drops to 5% if 

found near shrubs or bushes where their antlers will blend in with the 

branches.  Futher, they have an incredible sense of hearing and smell, 

allowing them to be surprised only on a 1.  In any given herd there is always 

at least one sentry for every tweny animals.  If found, they typically run 

from danger, using their incredible speed to their advantage.  If the burrow 

is threat-ened, however, 3d4 males will defend the herd by charging at the 

offending creature and striking with their antlers for 3-8 points of damage.  

Their speed is such that anyone hit must save versus paralysis with a -1 

penalty per successful charge or be knocked to the ground.  At this point, 

the wise character picks himself up and beats a hasty retreat.  If, however, 

he continues to threaten the burrow, an additional 5-16 jacka-lopes-both male 

and female-arrive on the scene each round and swarm the attacker, butting and 

biting furiously.  Females can do 1-5 points of damage with their antlers, 

but prefer to rely on the males for defence.

    If encountered in their burrow or in a migrating herd of  of 100 or more 

there will be a leader with 3+4 hit dice, but otherwise has no remarkable 

abilities.  This is usually the largest male, though female leaders are not 

unknown.  Either way, the leader has exceptionally large antlers that do 4-10 

points of damage regardless of sex.  Any creature caught in the path of a 

mi-grating herd of jackalopes is in for a wild ride.  Moving at tremendous 

speed, they trample any-thing and everything in their path inflicting 2-40 

points of damage for every twenty jackalopes in the herd to any hapless soul 

in their way; often knocking them to the ground in the process.  Herds on the 

move are considered fearless when checking moral.  Jackalopes are immune to 

slow spells and similar effects.

Habitat/Society:  Jackalopes prefer to dwell in scrublands and velt-like 

regions where their natural camoulflage conceals them most effec-tively.  

They dig long, winding burrows, some-times stretching 200 yards across and 6 

to 8 feet deep.  There the young are kept until mature enough to keep up with 

the herd on their frequent migrations.  A pair of jackalopes will typically 

bear 6-12 young in one litter, only half of which generally survive till 

adulthood.  They typically bear 3-5 litters a year depending on food 

condi-tions and predation.  Baby jackalopes have 6 hit points and no antlers 

when they are born.  They take 7 weeks to mature enough to run with the herd, 

though they cannot mate until reaching two years of age.  In the wild 

jackalopes live to be around 18 years old.

Ecology:  Jackalopes are voracious herbivores, eating almost any type of 

grass or shrub-some-times even small cactus plants-found within a 4 mile 

radius of the burrow.  Once the area has been depleated, they move to a new 

area, often one they have visited before several years before.  A burrow 

contains roughly 30-40 nests intercon-nected by twisting tunnels.  Jackalopes 

some-times collect gems, coins, and shiny object d'art which they use to 

adorn their nests.

    Once every seven years, all the herds in one area gather together into 

one large mass and travel to a completely new foraging ground.  This mass 

migration takes about a month, duing which time the herds cover incredible 

distances, stoping only to drink and munch a few greens before moving on.  

Entire villages have been known to be completely flattened by a rampag-ing 

herd of jackalopes.

    Jackalopes are hunted for their antlers, pelts, and meat, which has a 

gamey taste to it.  The antlers are mostly sought after as parlour room 

decorations, though some wizards and al-chemists use ground jackalope horn in 

potions of speed or in the ink of a haste scroll.  A good jackalope pelt is 

worth about 500-800 gold, and may be used to make a pair of boots of speed.  

They also make decent familiars, gifting their masters with their hightened 

state of alertness.  As they breed rappidly (like rabbits), it is ad-vised 

that a wizard keeping more than one jackalope be certain they are all of the 

same sex.  Otherwise, they may suffer the lamentable fate (to gruesome to be 

mentioned here) of the famed mathmagician Fibinocci.

Arctic Jackalope:  Also called the moosehare, this is a larger, heavier 

subspecies found in colder climes.  The arctic jackalope is also a magical 

crossbreed; this time between a moose or caribbou and an arctic hare.  Their 

fur is longer and heavier than common jackalopes, and it changes colour with 

the seasons, granting them the same camoulflage ability.  Their antlers 

re-semble those of a caribbou or (occationally) a moose.  As with "normal" 

jackalopes, both males and females have antlers.  Unlike their smaller 

cousins, however, there is no sexual di-morphism.  In addition, moosehares 

don't swarm their opponents, they simply trample them for 3-36 points of 

damage for every ten members.  The herd always has a leader who is the 

dominant female.  She has 4 hit dice and her antlers do 1d8+4 damage.

    Moosehares travel over snow with no penalty, easily outdistancing any 

threat.  They eat mostly grains, shrubs, and lichens.  They are hunted for 

the same reasons as jackalopes.  Moosehare pelts fetch 800-1,000 gold in some 

cities.  Some nomads have domesticated the moosehare, and use them to pull 

heavy loads or sleds.  A team of six arctic jackalopes can pull up to 400 

pounds of sled and cargo, with a move of 15.  Each additional moosehare adds 

60 pound to the weight limit (to a maximun of 700 pounds) or increases the 

speed by 1.  The maximum number of arctic jackalopes that can be hitched to a 

sled is 20.  A few barbarian tribes are known to worship them as sacred 

animals

Sigil Marketplace again

Hi there,

as I got a couple of mails from people who liked the

Sigil Marketplace encounters, here's another one. Don't worry,

I'll not make another shop list ;-)  I might add a list of "story

encounters", though, if I find the time..

Sigil Marketplace Encounters, Part 2:

- - Blank Parchments and books, Grimlock (has got an ioun stone with which

he can communicate telepathically), N

- - Small gems and other nice-looking stones, Kobold, CN [currently talking

with an Earth Elemental who wants to purchase all of his wares, but for a

price the Kobold considers too small]

- - Monster Parts (eyes, internal organs, blood etc. in various small

containers to keep them fresh, high prices but good quality), yuan-ti, NE

- - Giant axes and shields, Frost giant with Cloud giant wife, CN and CG

- - Winter wolves (a dozen or so in various cages, though the merchant says

he's got access to as many as the buyers want), white-skinned Human, CE

- - Warm fur and clothes, highly intelligent Yeti, N

- - Hot fire, fire mephit owning a ring granting him his breath weapon every

turn, uses it for anyone who pays fine (and might be convinced to use it

AGAINST someone if he thinks that's safe to do), LE

- - Aquatic clothes, Sahuagin (actually wearing one set of his own wares, so

he gets along without problems in Sigil), LE

- - Ash from the Plane of Ash, Ash hag (night hag who was polymorphed by an

enemy of her long ago), NE

- - Fruits from the Prime, circular stand with the three merchants on the

inside, selling fruits of various types, some very sweet, some poisonous,

some with worms, some very healthy.... , merchants look like elfs, except

that they're covered with thick scales (they call their race "elyaaran"),

NG, NG and LN

- - Longbows and arrows, Centaur, N

- - "Granted wisdom", a small, ugly old man listens to people's stories and

grants them his advice afterwards, he doesn't take any payment directly, but

says "Pay what you think my advice was worth". Actually, the human is a

polymorphed silver dragon (protected from "True seeing" and such) on the

look for wise, good people who could help him on a quest. If some characters

seem fitting, he might meet them later again, maybe in a different form. The

dragon is LG

- - The Crew: A bunch of sailors who've lost their ship and their captain on

their last trip looks out for a new opportunity to make some money. Races

and alignments vary, but they're mainly chaotic neutral

- - Iron fists (brass knuckles, iron gloves, and so on), half-elf barbarian, CE

- - "Get back your wisdom!", a lamia says that life on the planes has changed

her, alignment and nature, and she's now able to give back wisdom that was

sucked by other lamias; unfortunately, though, she sucks intelligence from

her customers instead, granting her one more point of intelligence for every

20 points she's sucked (she can only suck IN _while_ bringing back wisdom

from another lamia's victim, though). The lamia is NE

- - Spell components (the most common stuff, as well as some particularly

underdark-related), male drow mage, CE (he's actually looking for a drow

who's gone rogue and escaped to Sigil)

- - Crazy little things, a gnome just lets his creativity run wild... , the

gnome is CN

- - Investigations, an Illithid genius who's concentrated on solving crimes

and similar problems, though he only takes over jobs fitting to his alignment,

and he's LE

- - Beastland poems (copies written&signed by the author), tiger woman, CG

- - Long life, a hooded being sells minor potions of longevity for very high

prices... if the right person asks the right questions, he might suggest a

cheaper and far more effective way to eternal life, though..., vampire, CE

- - Breads and rolls, halfling baker makes up the finest bread this side from

his mother's home, NG

- - City guard, four humans in shining plate armour sell their service as

guards for tours to any place in the city, LN

- - Mysteries and darks, Tiefling (electric energy sparkles from her ash-grey

hands) sells tomes and scrolls supposedly containing great secrets; as the

books are all very, very expensive, not many people are interested in buying

anything; as soon as someone buys a book or scroll, the stand simply vanishes

and all except the buyer don't even remember the tiefling's ever been there..

- - Wooden boxes (up to coffin size) with fine locks, a hairy, ghoul-like

looking being with slime dripping from its' mouth, N

- - Claws of the Abyss, a former human paladin who lost his status during his

time in the Abyss now considers his business as a kind of "vengeance" for

what he's lost (he might have a hot discussion with a succubus or so when

the PCs arrive), LG

- - Cute critters, a large dwarf who tends to use rough words sells creatures

who actually look like "hairballs", but who tend to act very cute; the dwarf

explains he gets them from a backwater prime world, and seeks companions for

his next trip; the dwarf is LN

- - Razorvine Death, aasimar alchimist thinks he's found something that lets

razorvine cripple to death; the problem is, to create one drop of the stuff,

you need one litre of pit fiend blood, so he can only sell very few; NG

- - Blackness Balls, tiefling with four arms and dark red skin sells little

glass spheres that contain a strange... *blackness* . It's hard to explain

what it is, but the black isn't just black, it is.. well.. BLACK. The

tiefling doesn't want (or maybe even can't) explain what it is. He's CN

- - Tiniest coins of the prime, coins from prime worlds, the largest coin the

size and form of a teardrop; the actual value isn't that much, but the

merchant sells it as "extravagence"; bariaur, CN

- - Cups and bottles, half-orc, CN

- - Dishes and spoons, goblin, CE [nasty "enemy" of above orc]

- - Fine perfumes, Air genasi, LG

- - Elysium soybeans, human elysium petitioner, NG

- - Hats&Helms, a pixie has much fun selling funny and _strange_ hats and

helms, CN

- - Hard bricks from Acheron, Hobgoblin, LE

Bye,

Heiner

Story: The Final Realm

The Final Realm

Jerek threw back the tent flap and stormed into his new quarters, the large

tent  of the bariaur flocks chief. He was still dizzy from that last head

butt, the one that knocked Chief Fegal unconscious and had won Jerek the

flock's chief position. Jerek smiled from ear to ear and fantasized about

all the great things that would come his way now; the beautiful does, the

ceremonial magic club, and most importantly, his say in how the flock was

run.

It was this last prize that led Jerek to challenge Fegal, even against the

advice of both Dalaba, the flock's shaman, and his own mother, who only

wanted Jerek to live a long, peaceful life, producing plenty of

grandchildren. Such sedentary thoughts are what lost Fegal his leadership

role. Bariaur are supposed to be warriors, not farmers. After the most

recent attack, it was time for a raid against the giants. No whining about

troop strengths or food supplies mattered where this issue was concerned.

The younger bucks agreed with Jerek, while the older set, complacent and

conservative in their ways, denied the flock, denied him, that battle. Jerek

had seen a little over 30 migration seasons, enough time to intuitively

understand the ground he walked, literally and figuratively. It was time for

a change for the Midnight River Bariaur, and Jerek was happy to usher it in,

even if it meant stepping over the prone body of the flock's chief.

The tent flap opened suddenly and Dalaba, the shaman, stormed into Jerek's

new quarters.

"I hope you know what you're doing!" Dalaba said, "You may have just doomed

every buck, doe and kid in this flock."

"I'll tell you what would spell the doom for this flock," Jerek responded

angrily, "Complacency. The kind of complacency that rots the spirit and

dilutes our proud traditions. I thought you would understand that."

"There is a time for everything, young one, including a time for rest."

Dalaba said with a sigh.

"But there is also a time for war, and that time is now!" Jerek blurted

angrily.

"Very well, you are chief now so…"

"That's right, I am chief now, so you will do what I say." Jerek

interrupted.

Dalaba looked at Jerek with a dark frown. "No, not exactly, but I will

support you in whatever decision you make. The council will do likewise. But

before you take on the forces of Jotunheim all by yourself, there is

something that I must tell you."

"Yes, yes,  old Fegal can return the club whenever he gets around to it. I

might be stronger than that old goat, but I'm not petty. I'll leave the

spite and bitterness to you females. I always thought clubs to be inferior

to swords and k'ton anyway."

Dalaba ignored the insults, both to the sacred club and to all bariaur does,

just as she did the evening young Fegal had become chief. Only now Dalaba

was twenty years older, an old woman of sixty migration seasons, yet she

still had patience for these young bucks. She had no idea where it came

from.

"No, it's something else, it's something told only to chiefs, some valuable

knowledge that you need to have." Dalaba said.

"Yeah, yeah, I don't need to know who is sleeping with whom, just match up

the ones you think should be together. And I don't give a flying foo dog

what the spirits thought of my latest victory." Jerek said.

"Sorry, nothing so lewd or esoteric as that. There's something I'm required

to tell you upon your victory, about a place, where only chiefs may go."

Dalaba said.

Jerek smiled and winked at Dalaba. "You mean like my own private rutting

ground?"

Dalaba sighed. "Oh no, quite the opposite. It's a place called Pam'para."

"Hey, I don't like the sound of that. Pam'para means…"

"Yes," Dalaba interrupted, "the word means defeat, a word as vile and foul

to our kind as the most loathsome utterances from The Abyss. But you will

know Pam'para. You will know of the place, and you will know of the concept.

Every great leader must have death and defeat on his mind all the time. It

keeps him sober and careful with the lives of his people."

Jerek's smile disappeared and, for the first time in years, he listened

intently to what someone else was saying.

"I see I have your attention, young one." Dalaba said. "Now let me tell you

of the realm where defeated chiefs go. Let me tell you of the price of

leadership, the price you will one day pay."

And so Dalaba told Chief Jerek Silverflank, son of Fegal Silverflank, of the

Ysgard Midnight River Bariaur Flock, where his father would be spending the

rest of his days, and where he too would one day rest his head.

To be continued...

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com
Bariaur Story: Shrine to Nomolos

I'm looking for comments. Let me know what you think, what doesn't work,

even punctuation.

Thanks!

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Shrine to Nomolos

The party cut their way through the dense brush, moving uphill in hopes of

finding a better vantage point.  They had spotted a strange rock formation

at the top of the hill, really a mountain,  and hoped to see what they could

from up there.  The ranger, Sir Jerlea Mednick the 3rd  of Furyondy led the

way. Fizbit the halfing thief was at his side, puffing along, nearly

exhausted from the long climb. Cloaked in all black, Slanon the Illusionist,

Master of Mystery, stood wheezing behind Jerlea, next to Schwepahn, a High

Priest of Marduk.

They had started their travels from Greyhawk several weeks earlier, having

destroyed all the evil and met all the challenged their world had to offer.

They were big shots; knights, high priests, master illusionists - even

Fizbit was guildmaster of the Furyondy Thieves Guild. They were unstoppable,

at least until they found that magic portal in The Temple of Pure Hatred.

The portal led them to a realm, a city, that, with their years of training,

the best their world had to offer, left them completely unprepared for what

they next encountered. Tombs with lichs, vast underground complexes of

giants, even an evil demon queen of spiders in a mechanical arachnid were no

preparation for Sigil.

It was a horrifying place that was more than their minds could handle. Their

concepts of good and evil, right and wrong, even up and down, were twisted

and perverted in that abominable city. Demons and Angels walked the streets

in casual conversation. Devils, like those they had fought on the Black Rose

Mountain Peaks worked as barbers and seamstresses. It was as if all their

accomplishments in life meant nothing if a world like this existed.

Valkyries, held in awe all his life by High Priest Schwepahn, performed in

lewd street carnivals to amused children and offspring of races and

combinations of races that they couldn't even begin to fathom. Simply

looking up at the tops of the buildings on the other side of the donut

shaped city made poor Fizbit physically sick. Yet, being a halfling, he

couldn't help but look up every few minutes, much to the annoyance of priest

Schwepahn. Slanon the Master Illusionist kept pinching himself, yelling "I

disbelieve! I disbelieve!" Although the residents of Sigil found this

amusing, they refused to fade out of existence for old Slanon. Nothing had

prepared the party for such a mind twisting place and they wanted nothing

more than to go home.

That's why they slipped through the first portal they found in an attempt to

get back home. What they failed to realize, however, was that not all

portals led back to their world. The idea that there were multiple planes of

infinite size and infinite worlds similar to their own would have crushed

their reeling minds like dry leaves if they could have possibly comprehended

it all at once.  They were conditioned for concepts like good and evil, home

and away, sky side up, ground side down, not the limitless shades of variety

that allowed for fiendish barbers and infinite planes of existence.

Luckily their misstep took them to an Upper Plane, rather than, say, the

Elemental Plane of Fire or the Tunnels of Insanity in Pandemonium.  This new

place was not much different from their home back on Greyhawk, except

everything was much bigger and more intense. The mountains were higher, the

rivers wider and faster, and the giants, well, even after slaying three

underground complexes of evil giants back home, they were still unprepared

for these huge, cunning brutes.

It was during a battle with the giants, soon after entering the plane, that

they were aided by a group of local warriors. These fierce warriors wielded

great swords and axes. They flew into insane rages of blood lust when

fighting, cutting down every living enemy without quarter or pause. Fizbit

cowered on the ground, afraid of being mowed down by these crazy warriors of

death with their flailing axes and broad swords. Over a dozen warriors fell

in battle that afternoon, and nearly thirty giants, but it hardly made a

difference to these men, who congratulated themselves on their victory and

never glanced twice at their fallen comrades.  They were surely insane,

Schwepahn thought.

When the battle was over, the warriors stalked away, leaving the bodies of

their dead lying on the ground among the corpses of the giants. And this is

where the party ran into difficulty.

How were they to know the ways of this world? Schwepahn, being the head of

his holy order, as well as a respected holy man, thought it best to bury the

dead.   How was he to know that the warriors would rise again the next

morning? When the surviving warriors were not joined the next day by their

fallen comrades, they were quite displeased. In fact, they were a bit

frantic and out of their minds.

The warriors searched for two days trying to find the battle site, when a

young berserker discovered a hand sticking out of the ground. It was the

hand of his slain comrade who had tried to dig himself out of his shallow

grave upon awakening the morning after the battle. To the Ysgard warriors,

the party could not have performed a more evil and tortuous act, and the

countryside was mobilized to hunt down the offenders.

While in prayer, Schwepahn received a vision from his god of the angry

warriors that were on their way to end their lives. The party left the main

road and headed through the brush, into the deep wilderness. Jealea was a

skilled ranger, and he worked meticulously to hide their tracks for the

first few miles. After that, his skill and strength were needed at the front

of the party, to cut through the dense underbrush with his razor sharp

enchanted sword.

Now they were approaching the top of a hill, hoping to get a better vantage

point. As they reached the peak they entered a clearing. The party faced a

strange monument, a shrine of sorts. Made from carefully stacked rocks with

clay mortar holding the stone in place, was a giant horn.

From the base, the horn curled around into the sky, nearly thirty feet high!

This was the strange rock formation they saw from down below.  At the bottom

of the statue where piles of horns, obviously from some large creature, like

a giant goat or sheep.  All the horns were well developed, probably from

older animals, whatever they were.

Around the area were many hoof prints, trampling the ground into a solid

surface as hard as rock. Trails headed off to the north and south of the

shrine, also well worn, from what Jerlea claimed was centuries of use. Using

his skill as a ranger, Jerlea could determine that the paths were clearly

migratory routes. Yet, with this shrine, the creatures appeared to be of

superior intelligence.

Approaching the towering horn monument,  Schwepahn discovered that each

stone making up the giant horn had strange runes carved on them. As a

servant of Marduk, Schwepahn called upon his god's power to understand the

words on the rocks. Through divine assistance, he was able to comprehend the

strange runes.

The rocks were dedications to fallen warriors. Each represented a brave soul

that had died in battle. The rocks often named their foe, more often than

not a giant. The souls of the slain creature were being entrusted to some

being called Nom'los, or Nomolos.

As there were no rocks in the area, Slanon surmised that each stone must

have been carried afar by their owners.

Jerlea, closely examining the construction of the monument, noticed from his

experience growing up on a farm, that the clay holding the stones together

was strengthened with a mixture of hoof trimmings.

The puzzle was starting to come together. The knight of Furyondy thought

about what magnificent creatures these beings must be, with powerful horns,

hoofed feet, and respect and honor for their warriors. He hoped to meet one

someday.

Before the others noticed, Fizbit the halfling had climbed up the back of

the giant horn and was straddling the spiked end at the top.

"Fizbit!" Schwepahn yelled, "get down from there! That's holy!" Schwepahn

was hoping to instill some piety in the curious halfling, a task he found

rarely successful.

"This don't look like no temple." Fizbit yelled down. The halfing had a

definite idea of what a holy place looked like, unlike the more spiritual

interpretations of his priest friend Schwepahn.

"What can you see from up there?!" Jerlea yelled, always trying to expand

his mental map of the terrain.

Fizbit had remarkable vision, like most of his race. "The trails go on for

miles up and down hills and across the grassy planes!" Fizbit yelled down.

"And I can see another one of these here horns about a mile away, and

another, and another, and… well, about as many as there are rocks piled up

here."

Schwepahn stood stunned, overwhelmed by  the scope of these creatures faith.

Slanon was busy performing mathematical calculations in his head, tallying

the likely dead among the brave horned warriors, based on his guess of the

number of stones making up the horn in front of him. Jerlea bowed his head

in honor of the brave warriors, and their culture that held them in such

high respect. Fizbit saw something shiny.

"Hey guys!" Fizbit yelled. "There's a bunch of funny looking centaur things

coming this way!"
How do they find new Demiplanes?

Why is it that whenever some Berk looks for a given type of demiplane, they 

always seem to find it, I'd say that there's some kind of spell for it.  

This is a description of that spell.

Create Demiplane Compass (Alteration, Divination)

Level: 7

Casting Time: 1 week

Range: Touch

Duration: Permanent

Area of Effect: 1 specially prepared orb

Components: V,S,M

This spell creates a device to find a demiplane.  The material components 

are a blown glass bubble, some mercury and some water.  First a hole is 

broken is the sphere, the mercury and water are poured into the orb, then, 

finally, Mending is cast to restore the sphere and Glassteel is used to 

harden it.  The sphere is then enchanted with this spell, taking 8 hours a 

day for a week, which causes the mercury, normally at the bottom, to float 

into the center of the orb.  Once this is done, the orb, usually 6 inches 

across, is attached to some kind of short rod.

Charge Demiplane Compass

Level: 5

Casting Time: 1 hour

Range: Touch

Duration: 1 day per level

Area of Effect: 1 specially prepared orb

Components: V,S,M

This spell charges a Demiplane Compass, making the mercury glow, when on the 

Astral, Ethereal and, presumably, the Ordial, the mercury will form into a 

rippling, cone-like shape, pointing to the demiplane it's attuned to.  As 

the material component, a sealed vial or flask is required, inside the 

flask, matter from one or more planes is placed, the compass points to the 

demiplane most resembling this mixture.  As an example, if some atmosphere 

from the plane of Mist and some matter from the Negative Energy Plane were 

placed in this orb, and the user was in the Ethereal, the arrow would point 

out the closest way into Ravenloft (a misty plane full of undead).  

Likewise, a flask full of razorvine would make the compass point to the 

demiplane of Razorvine.  The mundane glass container disintegrates into 

powder when the spell is completed, while the contents will probably either 

burn, melt or vaporise (like it was hid by a Red Dragon's breath), and will 

definitely escape.

Priests of Hell

Hi there!

I asked recently if there's any info out there on priests

of the Lords of Hell; as I didn't get any answer, I've made

up something myself (as I need some priests for the Lord

of Stygia, who reside in the Plane of Ice since a LONG time,

already having taken on an existence as mummies).

If you've got any comments, improvement ideas, suggestions...

PLEASE tell me, as this might become quite important in my

campaign (not too soon, but anyway...)

Specialty Priests of Prince Levistus, Ruler of Stygia, Fifth Plane of Hell

Icehearts

Requirements: Constitution 12, Wisdom 10

Prime Req: Constitution, Wisdom

Alignment: Lawful Evil

Weapons: Bludgeoning and piercing weapons

Armor: Any

Major Spheres: All, combat, divination, elemental (ice), healing (reversed

only), law, necromantic, summoning, war, wards

Minor Spheres: Charm, numbers, weather

Magical Items: Same as clerics

Required Proficiencies: Survival (Arctic)

Bonus proficiencies: Baatorian Law 1 (gives only superficial knowledge

on the laws of Baator, but provides deep insights in the creation of

contracts, especially those with many loopholes)

- - Icehearts are unaffected by "Fear"-spells (so that they can deal with

fiends without constantly fleeing from their fear-auras), though they may

be affected by other emotion-affecting spells and spell-like abilities

- - Cold, whether magical or natural, inflicts only half damage against an

Iceheart.

- - At 3rd level, Icehearts can walk over ice and snow as if it was normal

ground (similar to the ability of a White Dragon).

- - At 6th level, Icehearts can cast "Icestorm" once per day.

- - At 9th level, the ability to summon Least and Lesser Baatezu is granted.

An Iceheart can never summon more than one baatezu at once, and they can

only summon them once per year. This time limit decreases one month per

level above 9th (that is, a 12th level Iceheart could summon a baatezu every

9 months), up to once per month. Least baatezu follow the commands of the

Iceheart absolutely, Lesser Baatezu, though, are not bound that way. When

they are gated in, they follow the pleas of the priest, but afterwards

demand a service, gift or something similar from the priest. The fiend will

not demand anything too extreme, though; if the fiend was asked to kill an

enemy of the priest, the fiend might ask in return that the priest kills an

enemy of him. If the priest refuses the demand, the fiend has to demand

something else; the third demand, though, has to be fulfilled by the priest.

If the priest still refuses, he instantly loses all priestly abilities until

he comes to an agreement with the fiend.

Note that the Iceheart can choose freely which kind of baatezu he wants to

summon.

I'll also add some special spells for them as soon as the basics are

finished..

Bye,

Heiner

Baator: Voices of deceit 1.0.3

                                Department of Humanities 

                                Psychology/Sociology Section 

For: Chief Engineer 

Subject: Voices of manipulation, part 4 

The point of this letter is to show the Baatezu in a light that they are

rarely seen in. True they are despised, but the Baatezu are lawful being.

Because they are fiends, I have come across numerous berks with their own

views on them. Each is as wrong as the next. True, they are Lower Planar

beings, and therefore are considered to be fiends, but at the same time

they are lawful. 

The Baatezu will never break a contract. It goes against their very being.

These comments that I've taken from various Baatezu show that they are

honorable, even if they are evil, when asked about their views on

falsifying their contracts.

"I would never stoop to such a level. To do so would go against the very

nature of my being. Mortals come to me of their own free will. They ask for

the contracts fully aware of the nature of my race. If they don't read the

contract, it's not my fault."


- A pit fiend

"Mortals who seek us out for contracts deserve what they get."


- A gelugon

"If they wish to further my own ends, then what does it matter?"


- An amnizu

"I will never violate the edicts of my race. The letter of the law will be

followed at all times. This means that all contracts will also toe the line

to our laws."


-A cornugon

"I  engage in contracts only when it's desirable for my superiors and helps

in my promotion."


-A hamatula

"Contracts are a means to an end. They help further the tenants of law.

Even better, those mortals who make them help further our goals."


-An osyluth

For all ranks below the osyluth, contracts are usually short termed and for

some small service. Due to their lesser status, most of these Baatezu are

not permitted to engage in crafting the binding contracts that most mortals

go out of their way to make. Erinyes can craft such contracts, but take

greater delight in tempting mortals  to foolish acts to utterly corrupt

their souls to the point that they willingly give themselves over to the

Baatezu.

Xavierra Tempeste, Shaper 2. 

Emperor Xan:   Master of Organized Chaos

http://members.tripod.com/~EmperorXan/index.html

http://www.geocities.com/Area51/Quadrant/3239/index.html
Baator: Battle tactics

                                Department of Humanities 

                                Psychology/Sociology Section 

For: Chief Engineer 

Subject: Paths to victory

The Baatezu are not accustomed to loosing. However, they have learned to

accept that even with their superior tactics and well-disciplined troops,

the Tanar'ri have the overwhelming advantage of numbers. For this reason,

the Baatezu have had to adjust their strategies time and again to correct

these flaws brought on by clashing with the forces of chaos. The Baatezu

have divided their forces to use following six methods of attack:

Blitzkrieg

Phalanx

Siege

Legion

Aerial

Raid

Blitzkrieg forces are trained to target specific points. These units bounce

back and forth in a seemingly erratic pattern. The attacks are planned and

timed for the greatest effect possible. The methods of the blitzkrieg rely

on speed and accuracy. By doing so, the unit can divide the elements of

forces that are up to five times their size without any serious problems.

Divided units suffer from communication breakdowns, lack of supplies and

any other similar problems that can destroy the force without the

blitzkrieg unit endangering itself more than necessary.

Phalanx units are used by the Baatezu in all frontal assaults with the

Tanar'ri. These units benefit from the tight-knit protection offered by

shields borne by each member of the phalanx. The phalanx starts from a

distance and rushes towards its enemy. The momentum of the phalanx allows

it to thrust itself into the heart of the opposing force. In the heat of

battle, the phalanx offers stability in the churning sea of chaos.

Siege units are somewhat rare. They are used by the Baatezu to break

fortifications the Tanar'ri have erected. Being immortal, the Baatezu do

not care about the length of the siege. If they have to wait to starve the

Tanar'ri out of their strongholds, they'll do it.

When the phalanx isn't practical, the legion is called upon. Legions offer

the benefit that these Baatezu will conquer the immediate twelve feet

(they're bigger than humans, after all) before moving forward. Legions do

not normally run from the field of battle. They wreak a terrible toll on

their enemy. Legions can mount a body count faster than most Acheronian

armies can. Whole chapters can be written in the Dead Book by one Legion.

Legions consist of 1,000 troops. Each legion is divided into 100 centuries.

Each century consists of 100 troops.

The aerial forces of the Baatezu are perhaps the rarest of them all. They

were created to deal with the flying forces of the Tanar'ri. It has become

quite clear to the Baatezu that in order to reasonably secure the field,

they must win air superiority. However, given the natural advantages

inherent in flying Tanar'ri, the Baatezu are still lacking in this area.

Raids are undertaken on rare occasions. Baatezu raiders are bent on

wreaking short-term havoc. They work to destroy supply trains, and cause

general mayhem to the Tanar'ri. This may seem chaotic, but in the

long-range planning the Dark Eight seem to thrive on, this tactic allows

the Baatezu to delay the Tanar'ri response to any military action the

Baatezu use to capture the Lower Planes.
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I don't know, I always thought of this as being like the battle pesticide 

companies (baatezu) wage against insects (tanar'ri). The baatezu come out 

with a tactic or some sort of creation(s) that are able to kill tanar'ri by 

the hordes. Eventually though the tanar'ri build up a resistance to the 

attack and start slaughtering baatezu. Fortunately for the baatezu they are 

very ingenuitive and conversly, it is a good thing (for the tanar'ri) that 

they have so many in their numbers. Maybe we're both saying the same thing, 

just in different ways? I dunno. Anyways...on to other things.

One problem occures when you consider an attack that disfigures a tanar'ri 

and prevents it from flying, it isn't practical in the sense of killing your 

opponent, that is IF you still allow the teleportation ability. It is a good 

method of assuredly reducing the number of aerial troops against you, but 

then they can still be used as ground troops. Using the lance theme, I 

thought maybe something like this could work:

Baatorian Aerial Battle Lance, Lesser

These items are usually forged of cold-wrought iron and have a smooth 

piercing head becoming more riged half way down it's 8' length for grasping 

purposes. The weapon itself inflicts 2d4 in damage to small/medium creatures 

and 2d6 to those of L size. The real power of this weapon however lies not in 

its damage potential but its ability to stunn its victims. On a damage roll 

of 8 or greater, for medium, or 12 points of damage for large creatures the 

victim is stunned for 1d4+1 rounds, provided it fails its magic resistance 

roll and a save against death magic. Note: this maximum damage roll is not 

necessarily that, any critical hit that inflicts the aforemention amount or 

damage inflicted of that amount from a successful charge attack also 

initiates the stunn properties of the lance. The significance of this stunn 

property is that it can often mean death to a victim struck who is unable to 

engage in any action and plummets to the earth, to its death.

Baatorian Aerial Battle Lance, Greater

This weapon is approximately 12' in length and has a leaf-headed blade forged 

from either cold wrought iron, or in the cases of elite units green steel 

with cold wrought iron inlays that inflict massive gaping wounds upon their 

opponents. The damage received from a cold wrought iron head inflicts 2d6 

damage upon M/S size creatures and 3d6 damage upon those of large size. This 

weapon also has stunning properties and requires a hit that inflicts 10 or 

more points of damage to M/S creature or 14 for a large. The weapon stunns 

its opponent for 1d6+2 rounds. In all other respects it is similar to its 

lesser cousin.

NOTE: damage to initiate the stunn property is a natural roll. Strength 

bonuses are irrelevent to activating the stunn property although they will 

augment damage.

Baatorian Net Bolt

These crossbow bolts are about one and a half times the size of a normal bolt 

and twice as thick. The heads are blunt and have a metallic button like 

appendage at the end of each bolt. They are typically fired from an 

arbalest-like weapon for a range of up to 240 yards. When a target is struck 

a wire net engulfs its victim unless a save against paralyzation is made. The 

usefulness of such a weapon are obvious. Baatezu are more reserved in their 

use of these items as if captured, unlike cold wrought iron weapons they may 

be effectively used against them.

The Vorpal Chipmunk of Death
Baator: Chains of chaos

                                Department of Humanities 

                                Psychology/Sociology Section 

For: Chief Engineer 

Subject: Hidden troopers

The Baatezu don't like to talk about it. They prefer that it wasn't known

at all. However there is an element in the Baatezu structure that's a

blight to their perfection. The strain placed upon some of the Baatezu

Blood War troops has seemed to fatigue them beyond any reasonable levels.

In order to deal with the hardships of the war, these veterans are hidden

from the eyes of the majority of the Baatezu race. The Dark Eight doesn't

want it known that there are members of the race that have nearly gone over

the edge from the imposing forces of chaos. Officially, these veterans are

given a leave of absence.

However, it's rumored that these Baatezu are taken to Nessus to be

deprogrammed. No one knows what happens to these individuals, but when they

are returned to the front lines, they are filled with a renewed vigor that

gives their comrades a moral boost. These Baatezu are well-known amongst

the armies of Baator and are treated like celebrities.

Even still, there are those Baatezu who don't survive the reprogramming or

fully learn to overcome the taint of chaos. These mad individuals are

hunted down if possible. However, there are a few that seem to slip through

the cracks. Hunted by both Tanar'ri and Baatezu alike, they try to keep

hidden, much like the risen fiends.

The chains of chaos that bind these Baatezu rack their minds as much as it

does their dark souls. One moment they may be in control, in others, they

can be given over to fits or rage befitting of a Tanar'ri. These lost

individuals work to free their mind if possible. Most commit suicide or

attempt solo missions against the Tanar'ri fortresses. A few have given in

to the chaos and joined the ranks of the Tanar'ri. In defecting, they take

with them the secrets of Baator that they possess.
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Baator: Hellfire

                                Department of Humanities 

                                Psychology/Sociology Section 

For: Chief Engineer 

Subject: Air assaults

True, the Baatezu are not the greatest fighting force in the air, but they

can usually hold their own. The reason Baatezu have such a hard time

controlling the skies during any battle in the Blood War is not from the

lack or resources or inability to adapt to the changes of the battlefield,

but because of the greater number of Tanar'ri with the capability of

flight.

The flying hordes of the Tanar'ri have the advantage in the air that the

Baatezu do not in that, in this environment, the chaotic tactics of the

Tanar'ri work better as there is no limit to the way an opponent can

attack. The expanse of the sky offers the advantage of attacks from any

direction. The Tanar'ri excel in this environment because they can swarm

the Baatezu.

The Baatezu have learned to deal with this tactic and even to limit its

effectiveness. The result is the Hellfire Aerial Tactical Unit. All

Hellfire units follow the same structure. They are composed of 300

spinagon, 600 abashai (200 of each type), 100 cornugon and are led by a pit

fiend. Each Baatezu type serves a specific purpose in the design of the

Hellfire unit.

The 300 spinagon serve as sentinels and an advanced warning system. They

alert the rest of the unit to an impending attack. They are arranged

amongst the rest of the Hellfire units to keep eyes on all directions. This

give the Baatezu enough of an warning to shift the focus of their attack

against the leading edge of the Tanar'ri assault.

The 600 abashai serve as the main body of the aerial units. There are two

abashai close by to each spinagon. The abashai can easily swarm amongst the

larger of the Tanar'ri and systematically remove their presence from the

air. They are effective in their task.

The 100 cornugon serve as heavy air cavalry troops. They fly to the aid of

the abashai to element any overwhelming threat.

The pit fiend keeps the troops in line and coordinates their offensive

strikes.

The offensive maneuvers of the Hellfire units rely on strafing runs to cut

down the masses of Tanar'ri troops. For such attacks, the cornugon are the

main weapon. The abashai provide cover and the spinagon still serve as

lookouts. The pit fiend uses its powers to rain havoc down upon the heads

of the Tanar'ri below.
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Baator: Contracted fees

                                Department of Humanities 

                                Psychology/Sociology Section 

For: Chief Engineer 

Subject: The cost of contracts

Every desperate sod wants to make a deal with the Baatezu, or so it would

seem. However, it's interesting to note that no one wants to pay the price

when it's day comes. Contract payments are the objects of fear. It seems

that the Baatezu are willing to bide their time for welchers just because

of the fear it generates.

Imagine fulfilling a contract and having the other party renege on their

end. Now imagine that you have an unlimited time to pursue the means to

getting your payment. Since the Baatezu are immortal, they do not need to

worry about would-be welchers. They have the option of biding their time

and waiting until the poor sod is on his deathbed before coming to collect

their payment - plus interest.

It is just as easy for the Baatezu to rejuvenate or prolong a sod's

pathetic existence long enough for the Baatezu to enjoy every nuance of

pain and fear harbored by the welcher. The Baatezu will keep the tormented

individual alive for as long as they deem necessary. In the end, the price

the sod paid is worse than what they would've paid had they only done so on

time.

Very rarely can a canny berk outfox the Baatezu at their own game. Only a

true blood does so and keeps it secret. A body'd be barmy to tout their own

success in such an endeavor. Not only that, but these few individuals find

out how quickly that letting their bone-box rattle loosely will send them

to the dead book. It's safe to say that these deaders are better left to

their own end. It's not wise to associate with their ilk as the Baatezu

will undoubtedly come after them.

In general, it's best to just avoid the Baatezu and their contracts. Their

contracts are best left to the evil, the desperate and the barmy. There's

nothing to be gained by dealing with the Baatezu. That is unless you are

looking for misery. You want to know what some of the physical scars are

from Baatezu deals? That's easy, go look at Darkwood. The answers are

plainly on his face.
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Baator: The blitzkriegers

                                Department of Humanities 

                                Psychology/Sociology Section 

For: Chief Engineer 

Subject: Lightning-quick units

The Baatezu blitzkrieg forces are perhaps the most deadly element ever

introduced to the field of battle. Blitzkrieg troops are, by their very

nature, hyper. They have been enhanced for superior speed and

maneuverability. I've watched these forces in action. If you blink, you can

miss the whole battle. They have been known to react that quickly.

In terms of military force, they are not that strong. They depend upon

their speed and stealth to accomplish their goals. What helps them the most

is their terror factor. No matter how deep behind enemy lines a unit lies,

the blitzkrieg units are still capable of causing damage to it. The ease at

which they hit their targets and the seemingly scatter-shot approach is

alarming, even to the Tanar'ri, who envision Baatezu units to strike head

on and in an orderly fashion.

Blitzkrieg attacks rely on hitting a string of targets that to the unaware,

seem to be completely unrelated. These targets are based on a list that

only the Dark Eight and the commanders of the Baatezu armies know. The

purpose for hitting each one is based on their strategy for the Blood War

and their attempts to push the Tanar'ri back.

Blitzkrieg units rush in to the flanks of their targets and proceed to

systematically gut them. This is one of the most horrifying sites to see.

The sheer speed and viciousness that the Baatezu react with is amazing to

say the least. Very few Tanar'ri, if any survive. The Baatezu blitzkriegers

don't care if any survivors are left behind or not. Their mission is to

destroy key objectives. If anyone survives the attack, it works to their

advantage in that the fear becomes stronger.

No one outside of the Dark Eight knows the exact number of blitzkrieg

units. The Tanar'ri believe that it's somewhere in the neighborhood of

1,000 such units. Given the Baatezu tactic of tricking their enemy, this

seems to be indicate that the number is much closer to 100 than 1,000. No

Baatezu will claim membership to one of these blitzkrieg units, making it

that much more difficult to establish their true numbers.

Such is the nature of the blitzkrieg forces. They are quite effective, that

much I can attest to. Since all Baatezu look the same, I'm not even sure

who it is that I saw in action. However, it is best that I bring attention

to these troops if we are going to have any chance in a battle when it

comes to that.
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THE DARK OF THE RILMANI

Rilmani: the great unknown of the planeborn races. Hardly ever seen,

this mysterious race bases itself on the Outlands, in the most

inaccesible of all places, the Spire where even the gods themselves are

powerless. When travelling abroad in the multiverse, many cover

themselves in layers upon layers of magical and mundane disguises.

The Rilmani mindset is strangely isolated from the outside multiverse.

They see themselves as above the other planeborn, keeping the planes in

their delicate cycle of good and evil, order and chaos, thought, belief,

and matter. Their dedication to this balance is unwavering, and indeed,

unnerving to many; after all, they will help a body, and yet turn

against him the next minute. Never trusted fully by anyone, the Rilmani

consider themselves a kind of unseen helper to the multiversal balance,

justifiably disguised so that they may accomplish their jobs. 

Every Rilmani's actions depend upon three things: orders from the

Aurumachs, their own instinctual sense of the Balance, and reports and

information from other Rilmani. A few methods of Rilmani communication

systems have been uncovered: astral streakers and encoded messages sent

though a number of contacts are a couple. However, considering the sheer

amount of information travelling through Rilmani hands, there are still

more methods of communication as yet unknown that relay the secrets of

the multiverse to the Spire and back.

All Rilmani have various innate powers, that much is commonly know, but

often the question arises as to whether or not they break the Outlands'

rules concerning the use of magic at the Spire. None have been seen to

use their powers at the Spire, but they have a strange presence there,

acting with a cool confidence and seeming certainty in their control of

their native plane.

Nobody is certain as to how Rilmani are created, but many scholars have

thought that when a Rilmani dies, a new Abiorach is created by the

Aurumachs out of the rock of the Spire itself. The Rilmani themselves

refuse to comment.

All Rilmani start as Abiorachs. Pulled from their native soil in the

Outlands, they begin their existance in uncertainty, learning to live in

the environment of the inner planes; extreme in fire, earth, air, water,

and yet balanced both in the attitudes of most inhabitants and by the

influence of the negative and positive material planes. This is the

learning and training ground for the new rilmani. By reporting back to

their superiors at the Spire, Abiorachs use both relayed orders and

their own innate sense of the Balance to settle matters of concern in

the Inner Planes. Much like children, the Abiorachs pick up on new

information quickly, and are often enthusiastic, if uncertain in their

duties. They instinctively sense the balance in the planes, but are not

aware of how to correct the problems in the balance themselves. This is

also one of two uncertain points in the course of a Rilmani's life; if a

new abiorach overreacts or oversteps its authority, it may be called

back to the aurumachs, and forcibly turned into a plumach, to live the

rest of its life in the Outlands.

When an Abiorach has been deemed knowledgeable and able to act with less

guidance, its Argenach and Aurumach superiors call it back to the Spire

where it is transformed into either a ferrumach or an argenach.

The jump to Argenach is reserved for those who exhibit exceptional

ability in their reports, but are slower and more thoughtful in their

actions. With the transformation comes a considerable power increase,

often a surprise to the newly promoted rilmani. Those who become

Ferrumachs are far more common. 

Ferrumachs are far more confident in their abilities than Abiorach.

Combined with the increase in sheer power, they take up their job as

soldiers with considerable pride in their work. However, the major

struggle that every Ferrumach struggles with is the tendency to lean

towards order and law. Ferrumachs are orderly to a degree unseen in all

other Rilmani, working together with military efficiency that is as much

a blessing as a curse to them. Most Rilmani reaching this stage stay

here for a long, long time. 

Ferrumachs can be promoted to Argenach status after a long term of

Balanced service. On rare occasions, Ferrumach squad leaders are

promoted to Aurumach status. More often, however, the orderly Ferrumachs

are taken and shoved into an more demanding role: Cuprilach.

Almost all Cuprilachs have the militaristic training of a Ferrumach in

their past, giving them the knowledge of fighting and tactics neccesary

to a solitary assassin/spy. This is the hardest stage of life for any

rilmani, for this is the one leaning towards chaos. Acting and working

alone, with little contact with their superiors and indeed mostly

allowed to roam at their own will, many Cuprilachs become either free

spirits, roaming wild, or end up as near-sociopathic killers, choosing

to spend all their time alone until the kill. Reports drift in to the

Aurumachs when and if the Cuprilachs decide to send them, and getting

them to return to the Spire, especially if it is for demotion to

Plumach, is very difficult, though not impossible for beings with the

Aurumachs' level of influence.

Advancement to the next stage of existance is the most extreme for the

Cuprilachs. Those that perform well and survive for a long time are

advanced to Argenach or Aurumach, a step up which is greedily welcomed

by most Cuprilachs, allowing them the control over the Balance that they

want. Others whose work is not so well received are drawn back to the

Spire and demoted down to Plumach for the good of the Balance.

Argenachs are the most calm and reserved of the Rilmani, indeed, picked

for those qualities. Always in disguise, Argenachs serve in advisory

positions on many a Prime world, be it in a High Council, or as a king's

trusted advisor. Argenach positions are almost always positions of minor

authority, allowing them access to observe goings-on and report them

dutifully to the Aurumachs with their usual quiet dependability. That

is, until that quiet dependability turns upon whomever they many be

advising. Crops are doing well, and the people are thriving? The

Argenach advisor would say to raise taxes and splurge, knowing full well

that three years of drought are coming up. Argenachs are dependable only

in their service to the Balance, regardless of outward appearances.

Argenachs are almost always promoted to Aurumach after serving their

time on the Prime. They are also one of the few types of Rilmani that

have the choice to remain at their current level of status if they wish.

Some Argenachs forefeit their turn as Aurumachs, preferring to drift

into the relative safety and quietude of the Plumach rank.

The golden-skinned Aurumach rulers are little known, except that they

are reclusive, mysterious, and have their golden fingers in more plots

and schemes than any ten yugoloths. The amount of information about the

multiverse that they have available is nigh-incredible, all stored and

recorded, some barmy travellers say, in thousands of golden mimirs.

There are few Aurumachs at any given time, but many spend a relatively

short time in their position, a mere several hundred years. Cold and

distant, the Aurumachs are moved only as the Balance directs. They also

control the promotion and status of all other Rilmani, serving as an

implacable control on the race of True Neutrality. Aurumachs work

independantly, never gathering as a council, but merely sharing all

information and working on their individual projects, many continuing

projects of the Aurumachs before them.

Nearly all Aurumachs 'retire' to the life of a Plumach, though a few

trickle back down hrough the route of Cuprilach, inevitably becoming

Plumach after that.

Plumach is a dead end for any Rilmani arriving at this status. Plumachs

are uniform in their attitude -- don't interfere with anything -- but

for very different reasons, depending on their route through the

circular Rilmani power structure. Plumachs derived from Abiorach or

Cuprilach stock are gloomy and stoic, for they were demoted for too much

interference in the Balance. Those who were formerly Argenachs are the

most reasonable and talkative of the lot, having chosen to become

Plumachs rather than advance to the difficulty and responsibility of the

Aurumach station. Former Aurumachs are cynical. They have, quite

literally, seen it all. They are impressed by nothing, and scorn the

politics and endless shifting of the multiverse. Any Plumach that goes

beyond the Outlands without the permission of the Aurumachs turns into

lead and crumbles away within hours.

- --
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Rilmani Bounty Hunting

"Rilmani, eh? I don't ususally give interviews, but no harm in it now, I

guess, since I'm retired an' all, right? That'd be a few stingers now,

though, wouldn't it? Thank you kindly."

"Yeah, I used to be a bounty hunter. Started off with huntin' cranium

rats in Sigil, I did. Heehee. What a lark that was. Made it down to the

Outlands later, started picking off Khaasta here, a troublesome fugitive

there.. but what really brought in the jink was the stuff I never told

the Outlander sods. Rilmani, now there's the way to go.

"Nobody wants their plans interfered in, right? Baatezu, yugoloths..

heck, even guardinals and efreeti. Everyone wants to make their place

and piece in the multiverse even bigger. 'S a little known fact that

there's standing bounties for Rilmani with pretty durn near every major

player in the multiverse's little games. Catch one on the Outlands, and

split 'im nine ways.. you can cash in from everyone. Heck, once I even

got a little satchel ful of gold delivered with the symbol for the Spire

printed on it... nar, I don't even want to think about it. Rilmani

politics gives me a headache, it does.

"Now, 'less you're a really amazing one with your chiv and your smarts,

you can forget going after any of 'em. Plumies and the Golden Ones, they

stay up near the Spire, so they're pretty much impossible to go after.

Not that I'd even think of taking on an Aurumach. Argenachs are tough,

even to find, so I don't bother with them, neither. Well, didn't anyway.

I'm retired now, right? 

"Abiorachs are fine, but Cuprilachs are where the jink is. Some of the

petty Outlandish assassins guilds call them "Greenthieves".. that's

because they'll steal someone's life without even taking a green for it.

They're sharper and meaner than most of the assassins I've ever seen

though. Creepy, too. And the strangest thing was, I only managed to find

'em when I'd been thrown off my chosen path by some unexpected

occurance. If you're looking for them, and they know where you are, you

won't find them. And they know where you are if you know where you are.

Yeah, it's confusing, but it's my theory on it.

"Now, don't think from my little monologue that I've hunted down a lot.

How many? Let's just say less than nine, more than three. But at a few

thousand golds per bounty, times up to nine bounties.. if you spend it

wisely, it's  good pay. Can't forget that."

Keril Ingerman (planar/male human/R14/Fated/N)

Spry, with a salt-and-pepper beard and moustache, Keril is easily over

70 years old. A former bounty hunter, he now lives in his own little

comfortable house in one of the better Lower Ward neighborhoods. Though

he walks with a cane nowadays, Keril is still active and travelling,

attributing his frequent visits to the Outlands for his health. 

Though his bounty hunting days are over, Keril often has a good chuckle

at his current job, which he considers an easy kind of bounty hunting:

tax collecting. The sight of the elderly Keril trotting along the

streets, two shortswords at his sides and carrying a goodly-sized bag of

jink, has made some lower-ward muggers think of him as an easy target --

a delusion which has also made muggers and theieves in his district

scarce.

Keril is an easy going man, and enjoys talking about his childhood in

Sigil, and will even give tips on tracking and hunting in the Outlands

for a minimal fee.

- --
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Yet more Rilmani...

The fun doesn't stop.. I can't seem to stop writing these. It's damn

near Cipherish, I swear! I just sit down and write! 

- -------

INTERVIEW WITH A RILMANI: ON RELIGION AND MULTIVERSAL STRUCTURE

Xin: Just speak clearly into the mimir, sir.

Lipir: Harumph, I know that full well, young lady.

X: So, explain your idea of multiversal balance to us.

L: The Balance is not something that is easily explained. We all feel it

inside us, of course, but intuition must be balanced by solid

information if you wish to act on your feelings. Some Rilmani forget

that.

X: Some scholars have likened "the Balance" to a Rilmani religion.

L: They can take that idea and stuff it up a slaad's nose, for all I

care. Religion? Hah! Sure, the Powers are there, grant what they will to

their followers, but there's no use going around worshipping them.

Idiots with egos the size of the Spire, the lot. Look at it this way:

The multiverse is like a giant child's toy, spinning 'round and 'round

in an eternal cycle. We maintain the balance that keeps it from falling

over into destruction. That's all.

X: Right, then the Outer Planes all are balanced around the Spire, the

way you look at it?

L: Dipstick. No. The Ordial, the unknown plane, is the pivot. Balanced

on either side of that are the Inner and Outer planes. In opposition

next to that are the Astral and the Ethereal. And topping the cycle are

the Prime worlds, nestled in the phlogiston. The opposition of the Inner

planes is easily seen, but the Outer Planes have an opposition in nature

not readily seen to the casual observer. Acheron balances Ysgard --

conformity versus individuality, and yet are united by battle and

fighting. Gehenna balances the Beastlands -- the unnatural versus the

natural, and yet united by a certain brutality. And so on. And, I might

add, it's a bloody good thing that neither the Tanar'ri or Baatezu have

taken out the Prime. The Prime Material plane is the 'keystone' in the

whole structure. 

X: What would happen, theoretically, if the Prime was destroyed or

overtaken?

L: Easy. The Astral and the Ethereal would dissipate, crumbling away,

and leaving no interaction between the Outer and Inner planes. All the

mortals on the Outer Planes would die, and all the paramortals and

immortals on the Inner Planes would cease to exist. All physical aspects

of the Outer planes would disappear, and all spiritual aspects of the

Inner Planes would be gone. The Spire would then vanish, taking all of

us here with it, and making the Outer Planes collapse inward. Then,

without the Outer Planes to balance the Inner, the elemental planes

would break apart. In other words, total multiversal destruction. But of

course, that's all theoretical. Nobody will ever take the Prime.

X: Well, thank you for those.. comforting.. thoughts, Lipir.

- --
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Coming soon: eldritch.8m.com/rilmani

Notorious Bariaur

While we're on the subject of notorious bariaur, I thought I would re-post

this recently re-edited piece:

Hargin "The Brawler" Silverhoof

(PL/maleB/B9/Fa/LN)

(Note his infamy from "In The Cage: A Guide to Sigil" page 31.)

The following summary is culled from that well-known Bariaur knight of the

cross trade, Rank Magdural.

BACKGROUND: The only thing more disgraceful than a doe with horns is a buck

that can’t fight. And Hargin Silverhoof (born Hargin Denularami) couldn’t

even lift a broad sword, let alone wield one in mortal combat. His mother

was embarrassed over her son’s shortcomings, his father ignored him,

pretending he didn’t exist. However, in Bariaur society, there are remedies

to such situations. Hargin would be a priest.

That would have been a good idea, except for the fact that Hargin, even at

an early age, was a cynical loud mouth skeptic who felt more at home playing

his flute or in a game of dice, bobbin’ some clueless Bariaur basher than

with sacred rituals. The priests wanted nothing to do with the young buck,

even those of Tirag Thunderhooves (because he continually beat them at dice,

according to Hargin).

This was fine with Hargin, since he considered the priests’ cony-catchers of

the highest order, bobbin’ the flock by promising battle prowess or healthy

births. These bucks made him sick, especially because Hargin hadn’t thought

ahead – otherwise he would have figured out a way into their scam. Instead

he was an outsider in his own home. The flock paid no attention to Hargin,

not knowing what to do with him. But this got young Hargin Silverhoof

thinking.

There was obviously no place in the flock for the likes of him. He needed to

scrag this life of wandering and hard work and make it to where the jink

was, the big city, yeah, Sigil. Hargin joined up with a caravan of

merchants, bound for Sigil with a load of weapons from the Dwarven

Mountains.

Next thing he knew, Hargin was in The Hive, learning from the cutpurses,

scrag artists, and cross traders. It was hopeless though. With Harbin’s huge

body and noisy hooves, he was nearly beaten to death a couple of times with

his clumsy attempts at petty thievery. After several years of barely getting

by, hungry and depressed, by pure chance he ended up in The Lady’s Ward. He

watched the nicely dressed nobles, the free flowing jink and the clean

streets and wide courtyards. He also watched as this cross trading cager he

knew, dressed in fine silk garb, wined and dined some rich gully.

The cross trader and the berk parted company, the cross-trader sitting with

his feet up on the table. Hargin made his way over to the smiling sod. "So

whad’ya get? He’s still got his purse, I see his jewelry’s around his neck,

and he’s still breathing."

"Pike it goat-boy," the thief said. "Only a clueless berk with an empty

brainbox risks his skin scraggin’ blokes in the street. The real money is

behind those walls and through them empty courtyards, and you ain’t gonna

get it by thievery or force."

This got Hargin thinking. He cleaned himself up, got himself a job at a pub

in The Lady’s Ward, and started observing the higher-ups: how they talked,

how they dressed, how they handled money. He even found himself a

girlfriend, a rich Bariaur looker whose father was a priest of that no-good

traitor, Odin. She was slumming, probably to annoy her father, and he was

intent on moving up in the world. It was a good combination while it lasted.

And right before his meal tickets angry father let loose lightning and

thunderbolts across the crowded bar, Hargin though maybe he had found what

he was looking for.

Hargin may have been greedy, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew how to take a

hint. This was going to be more difficult than he thought. He decided he

would make his way to the top of Sigil, either through charm or guile,

preferably on the arm of a wealthy doe.

Hargin supported himself in the Lady’s Ward by singing and playing his flute

at fancy pubs. He also had some ingenious ideas for trapping cranium rats.

It seems that his flute playing charmed the rats, dazing them long enough

for him to scoop them up into a sack and sell them to the city for 20gps

each! Still, it barely covered his kip.

Hargin’s taste in well-lanned women provided other accoutrements to his

fancy lifestyle, notably nice clothes and important contacts. In what little

time he had left in a day, Hargin spent time with The Fated, doing favors

for the higher ups, learning who was who; who was strong, and who was weak.

He wig-wagged it with the powers that be. It was a tough life, but some

might have thought that Hargin had made it. This was all just preparation

though. Hargin wanted more. In fact, Hargin wanted it all. He just wasn’t

sure how to get it.

Meanwhile, Hargin was gaining respect in other circles, most notably the con

artists and cony catchers of the Lady’s Ward. Some were impressed; others

were jealous. Either way, these aren’t the bloods you want paying attention

to you. These are top shelf low-downs!

One night a pair of tieflings ambushed Hargin. He was walking home after

visiting a tailor where he picked up his clothes for a fancy ball scheduled

the next evening. Hargin tried to talk his way out of trouble, but the

tieflings obviously had murder on their minds. One grabbed him by the arm.

He watched in terror as his arm grew numb and he felt himself grow faint.

The eyes of the tiefling grew in intensity as Hargin’s life force was

drained from his body.

Hargin awoke the next day in the decadent house of Fizel Al Harabi, a gem

merchant he met once at The Fated headquarters.

Al Harabi had an offer for Hargin, an offer he couldn’t refuse. Fizel knew

of Hargin’s past, and he also knew of his recent acceptance with the

high-ups of Sigil. Al Harabi had a plan, and Hargin, with his easy access to

the higher ups, was going to play a major part.

According to the plan, that evening at the ball, Hargin was to go upstairs

to use the privy of

the host, a wealthy graybeard. A mage accomplice would passwall into the

study through the privy. Hargin was to retrieve a golden chest, hidden in a

secret room behind the fireplace in the study. This chest was to be given to

the mage, who would then bring it to Al Harabi.

Hargin knew this would be the end of him. Rumors of Fizel Al Harabi’s

turning stag on his own people were legendary, rivaling tanar'ri treachery

stories. The theft would be blamed on Hargin and he would be scragged and

left to hang from the leafless tree. Any legitimate plans for making it in

Sigil would now have to be abandoned. It was sink or swim, but one thing was

sure, his galloping rights were revoked when it came to Sigil.

Hargin went home, changed for the ball, and tried to think up something

smart to do. Leaving Sigil would mean the end of his plans, and he had

nowhere else to go. He kept thinking. For once in his life he had to be

ahead of the game.

That evening at the ball, Hargin did what he was told. He excused himself to

use the privy upstairs. An older human, an obvious spellslinger followed him

up the stairs, catching up with him as they both entered the privy. The man

mumbled off a spell, forming a square with his bony fingers. Sure enough,

the wall of the privy disappeared in front of them, exposing a large dusty

room filled with books. Light streamed in through the wide, barred windows

and bits of dust floated in the air. Hargin quietly made his way inside,

tilted the proper series of books, as instructed, and stepped back as the

fireplace wall slowly opened. The granite grated against the ground. Hargin

entered the secret room and grabbed the golden chest.

With the chest under his arm, Hargin opened one of the barred windows and

took out his flute. He stuck his head out and started playing a wild tune.

The Lady’s Ward may look clean and tidy, but what most folks don’t know is

that it’s infested with vermin as much as any other ward. It didn’t take

long before cranium rats were making their way to the open window, crawling

around in bewilderment on the floor of that dusty study. The sound of Hargin

’s playing was muted by the music of the party downstairs; so luckily, the

mage couldn’t hear what was going on. Nevertheless, forty or fifty rats

milled about the study in a daze, when the impatient mage, wondering what

was taking so long, entered the room.

Upon seeing the mage, Hargin stopped his flute playing. The bewildered

cranium rats awoke from their charm and attacked the closest target, the old

spellslinger. A hastily cast fireball fried half the rats and set the study

ablaze, scorching Hargin in the process, but the rats continued their

onslaught, some of them no more than puffs of angry flame! The mage fled in

panic out the open wall, his mind feeling the same intense flame that

inflicted on many of the rats. The mage ran screaming through the privy and

down the stairs, his hands holding his psionically blasted head, flaming

rats close behind.

The nobles panicked as the house caught fire and the mage fell to the ground

in the middle of the dance floor, rats converging on his body. The panic was

multiplied as other rats in the neighborhood emerged from doors, windows,

holes in walls, and every orifice imaginable. Aoskian hounds lounging in the

courtyard went wild, chasing the rats through the house, knocking over

furniture and spreading more flame and chaos. The partygoers fled in panic.

No one seemed to notice the Bariaur with the golden chest under his arm as

he calmly walked out the front door, never to be seen again.

So you may ask "What about the Silver Scimitar of Power? What about the

magic chariot? What about the rooftop brawling contests?" Don’t believe all

the screed you hear berk. You wanted the dark on Hargin "The Brawler"

Silverhoof, and this is it. What was in the golden chest? Now that’s a good

question. The answer to that has been argued in Sigil’s pubs for nearly five

years now.

Now pay the piper.

Continued at: http://www.bariaur.com/npc/NPCHargin.html

- --gary

Tale of the Bariaur

http://www.bariaur.com

Demiplane of Garbage

The Archmagus Hughes (who lived within the Royal City) was 

obssessed with cleanliness; so much so, that he created a 

garbage dispose-all. Using Enchant an Item, Vanish, and 

Permanancy he enspelled a 60 cuft chamber so that it would 

send up to 1000 lbs of garbage per round into the Deep Ethereal.

After his disappearance, the city put his disposal into

general use; meanwhile, in the Deeps, a vast amount of garbage

(and now sewage and corpses) was accumulating at the point 

designated as the outlet for the now-permanent Vanish spell.

Eventually, this mass collapsed into a demiplane composed of garbage.

Because the demiplane was formed without intention, it has no Border

Ethereal - persons crossing the curtain enter the plane itself,

and cannot return without magic that reaches into the Deeps directly.

However, the demiplane *has* developed a border to the Paraplane of

Ooze; just dig down until you pass through it (about 1000 yds).

Travelers to the demiplane of garbage arrive on the surface

of a vast (1 mile diameter) compost pile surrounded by a swamp

of sewage (total diameter 5 miles). Visibility is for moderate

fog due to the steaming garbage. The atmosphere is barely breathable,

with the effect of a continuous Stinking Cloud spell; wind spells

will not disperse this effect, but Slow Poison is an effective

defense. The ground is soft, visitors may expect to sink into it

for 1 ft per 100 lbs of weight (personal + carried); normal

horses will sink to their hocks within 1 turn. Rising steam forms

clouds at the top of the demiplane which rain down in a continuous

slimy drizzle; additionally, a 4 ft diameter sphere of garbage

falls from the sky every round.

Most inhabitants of this demiplane arrived through the Border 

from Para-elemental Ooze; however, there may be unfortunates

from the Ethereal here as well (who may be unable to handle the

challenges of transiting Ooze to escape- at least, without help).

Oddly enough, there may actually be a reason to visit this place;

it seems that the city council decided to use the Dispose-all to

be rid of several dangerous magical items - some say, even an

Artifact.

Also, a Thief who had robbed the Royal Vaults tried to escape by

jumping into the Disposal Pit; it took her clothes and her loot,

but Vanish doesn't affect living creatures.

- -Galen

This idea is original with me, and I here give permission for

anyone to use it or modify it as they see fit.

Tanar'ri: Law Eater

Hiya!

I'd love to get comments on this one :)

Tanar'ri, Greater - Law Eater

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss, occasionally on lawful planes

Frequency: Uncommon in the Abyss, Very Rare on lawful planes

Organization: Organization?

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore (See below)

Intelligence: Average to Genius (8-18)

Treasure: D, Q

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1-80 (1d4*1d20)

Armor Class: 0

Movement: 20

Hit Dice: 7

THAC0: 14

No. of Attacks: 2 plus special

Damage/Attack: 1d4+6/1d4+6 or by weapon+6

Special Attacks: Law Eating

Special Defenses: Tanar'ri immunities, +2 weapons to hit

Magic Resistance: 60%

Size: M (6 feet tall)

Morale: Varies (12-20)

XP Value: 15.000

Law Eaters seem to be a sub-species of Babau. They're, among tanar'ri, also

often called "True Chaotics", "Real Babau", "Idiots" or "Freedom fighters".

The one thing that fits to every Law Eater is that he (she/it) is unique -

even more so than the tanar'ri in general. No one law eater looks like any

other; most have many similarities to babau (shape, size, etc.), but even

law eaters the size of a whale or with the shape of a pit fiend have been

seen. Chant has it there even was a law eater who had the size of a whale

AND the shape of a pit fiend.

As unique as their appearance is, so are there abilities. The above statistics

are only the "most common" law eaters, but the DM should feel free to change

the statistics of any particular law eater. There might also be some who are

Lesser, Least or even True Tanar'ri.

Law Eaters usually share two other things with others of their race: Their

mind is even more chaotic than that of a normal tanar'ri, and contacting

their mind results in an additional permanent feeble mind. That is, if the

contact with the mind of a tanar'ri would result in a 6-week-feeble mind

anyway, curing the victim would need to cure the victim TWO times. The DM

can feel free, of course, to also change this particular effect as he wants.

Further, all law eaters have one special attack, which gives them their name:

The Law Eating (see below).

Combat: The common Law Eater attacks with his two powerful claws, often

trying to disarm a mighty opponent by breaking/tearing off/whatever the

opponents arm/tentacle/whatever. Then, they use the weapon themselves. One

legend tells of a law breaker who has killed five paladins, each with his

own holy sword, before he died himself due to the effects of some of those

swords against the law eater.

Their truly fearsome attack, though, is the "law eating". They bite an

opponent (normal THAC0), and then turn into a fluid, slimy-liquid form

and enter the victim's body through the wounds their bite created (strangely,

though, the bite itself doesn't really harm the victim). Effectively, they

possess the victim's body then, but instead of "misusing" it, their aim is

to rip all lawfulness from the being. Each round the victim is possessed,

a saving throw vs. death magic is needed. As soon as one saving throw fails,

the law eater manages to pierce his teeth into the victim's very mind, and

tearing out any pieces of lawfulness. The tanar'ri devours this lawful

essence, turning the victim into a being of chaotic alignment and obvious

insanity. Then, the law eater leaves the victim's body again, usually by

forcing the victim to vomit the tanar'ri in its' slimy-liquid form (a

horrible moment for the victim - but then, he's insane now, anyway). If

the victim manages to succeed in five saving throws, the law eater can't

keep himself in the body anymore and suddenly flees from the victim (of

course, also only after the vomiting).

As soon as the law eater gets some time to rest after devouring the lawful

essence, he turns into a slimy-liquid form again. Slowly, though, they take

on their true form again, only leaving behind a dark brown, crystalline

slime. This slime contracts itself into some geometric form then. In effect,

it becomes an ioun stone that changes its' wearer's alignment to lawful.

Usually, the law eaters suddenly destroy that ioun stones after their

creation.

In addition to the above and the general tanar'ri abilities, the law eaters

have one randomly chosen spell ability from each spell level up to and

including the sixth. Often, though, they use these abilities like wild

when it doesn't help them at all, and then again forget to use them when

it could safe their life. Of course, no cutter should count on these

mistakes of the law eaters. Just be prepared for anything.

Habitat/Society: How each law eater fits into any society really depends on

the individual. In tanar'ri society, though, they're usually seen as

extremists, with some considering them even too extreme, others thinking

their ideas are good, but their ways are just barmy, and still others viewing

them as "freedom fighters". Some, though, absolutely hate the law eaters,

because they're responsible for the ioun stones of lawfulness. They think it

would be better to just slay lawful beings, instead of risking the creation

of such a damned piece of magic.

Ecology: In the Abyss, law eaters often appear when some place turns slowly

towards lawfulness. In fact, they're most often seen in Graz'zt's layers,

eager to spread some chaos where the laws of trade try to settle down.

Graz'zt, on the other hand, has officially stated that he pays a good price

for any dead law eater brought to his palace (it's not known, though, if

entertaining bounty hunters will really be happy with that "good price").

Outside of the Abyss, law eaters only visit planes of law. This is one of

the only REAL rules that the law eaters follow: They're either in the Abyss,

or on some lawful plane. There, they spread chaos and destruction until

they're either destroyed or return to the Abyss. Especially on the good

and neutral lawful planes, their "visits" leave horrible scars for decades

or longer, in the plane as well as in its' inhabitants.

One occasion is known where a group of a few hundred law eaters have started

out a real siege on an Acheronian cube. After a long, long time, they've

turned all its' inhabitants into insane chaotics, and finally the whole

cube shifted into the Abyss. It's unknown, though, what happened with the

cube afterwards.

Bye,

Heiner

Arcadia: City of Silver Blossoms

Thanks to the Encarta Encyclopedia for supplying me with information on 

bumblebees.  Yeah Encarta!  I was going to put this in Bytopia, but then I 

thought that giant insects and metal are more of an Arcadian thing and I got 

inspired by our earlier discussions on how the Harmonium might qualify as an 

Arcadian counterculture and...

Thessaly, City of Silver Blossoms

(Town)

Character: Thessaly is a town of old, rich harmonies.  Time has lent it a 

burnished grandeur like the finest wines and antiques, with a flourish 

generations have worked to perfect.  Nothing much changes, because it's a 

place that's attained its own ideal.

Ruler: Gloriana (Pl/female human/W (enchanter) 8, F 16/LG), Queen of the 

Silver Blossoms, is the hereditary leader of the domain.  She has black hair, 

olive skin, and goggles made from finely crafted silver mithril and 

glassteel.  She is known for her wild exploits on her albino bee, Milky, and 

her disregard for tradition.  Few trust her, but she is important as a symbol 

of the society.  Fortunately, she leaves most of the real power to her 

Beemaster, Venigan.  

Behind the Throne: Prince Venigan (Pl/male human/F 9/LG), Master of Bees.  

Venigan is the son of Gloriana's mother's sister, born on the very same day.  

He loves his queen as if she was his own sister, and he has been poisoning 

her for over a year.  The traditional duties of the Beemaster are seeing to 

the care of and training of the giant bumblebees of the domain, but Venigan 

actually handles all the affairs of state, needing only the presence of his 

cousin as a figurehead to maintain his authority while allowing Gloriana to 

continue to do what she wished with her time.  Unfortunately, the queen 

decided to leave the throne and join the Harmonium five seasons ago, and 

nothing Venigan could say would dissuade her.  Knowing the city would lose 

the independence it had long struggled to maintain without its lawful ruler, 

becoming a mere vassal state of Ortho, Venigan took to slipping his liege 

drugs that sapped her will while causing things to remain outwardly the same. 

 The Harmonium isn't happy that their prospective recruit changed her mind, 

but questioning agents have all been turned away.

Gloriana: Our culture is stagnant and insular. Groups only two week's flight 

from here have never heard of us.

Venigan: We reject foreign contaminants.  We're an old society, Gloriana, 

with a proud and noble system of traditions and arts.  We do not deserve to 

be subjected to the homogenization that has killed so much else of value on 

this plane.

Gloriana: What you call homogenization is only a move to selflessness; a 

willingness to give up the old ways in order to establish a system that can 

work for all, not just an elite few who happen to be born in the right place 

at the right time.  If we stop clinging to backward tribalism and silly 

pride, we can harness the faith of the masses to create real peace for 

everyone.  The Harmonium draws on the notes of many cultures in order to 

create a symphony greater than the sum of its parts.

Venigan: It's you who are being selfish (sarcastic emphasis) *Your Highness. 

* You're letting your own pet ideas get in the way of your duty to your 

people, who don't deserve to be forcibly made a part of someone else's 

symphony.

Gloriana: My duty is to all peoples.  I love our state, but it's only a 

single note.  The greater good must be served.

Venigan: (aside) I'm sorry, Gloriana. I can't let you kill us.

Description: Shining stems thicker than tree trunks stretch hundreds of feet 

into the air, terminating in great blossoms of shining silver color, atop 

which is built a town connected by slim but sturdy bridges.  Its buildings 

are predominantly bulb-shaped and mostly open windows filled with bright 

glass.  On the ground is a secondary city built in a giant bumblebee nest.

The Nest City 

The tunnels beneath are sturdy and lined with stone and wood, engineered over 

the millennia for the convenience of both wagons and bee-riders. They all 

lead to a great circular chamber, like an amphitheater with rows and rows of 

circular walkways leading to beehouses and egg chambers.  Human aides, stable 

cleaners, knights, and squires rush in and out of them, down the great stone 

steps.  There is enough room in the tunnels for several lanes of traffic, so 

that even the flight of the great bees are no hinderance.

The Nest City has several queens throughout it, cared for and kept at peace 

by human caretakers assisting the worker bees.  Each queen forms a small 

mound of pollen paste in the middle of her individual nest, lays several eggs 

in it, and seals it with a small dome of wax. She also constructs a 

hemispherical wax cup, called a honeypot, in the entranceway floor and fills 

it with nectar. The queen feeds on this nectar while she incubates the eggs. 

The newly hatched larvae partially consume the paste in their cells. Later 

they are fed by the queen through a small opening in the cell wall. When the 

larvae are fully grown, they spin cocoons in which they metamorphose, 

eventually emerging as the first workers of the new colony. Subsequent larvae 

are reared by these workers in individual cells, much as honeybee larvae are; 

however, the bumblebee nest is not organized into flat, vertical combs like 

that of honey bees but grows instead into a mound of capsule like cells. 

Toward the end of summer, the queen begins to lay unfertilized eggs that 

develop into drones. Female offspring produced at this time become new 

queens, and mating takes place soon afterward. The drones and workers then 

die, they are disposed of by human caretakers who scrub the floors clean.  

The new, mated queens are guided to a nearby empty chamber and the cycle 

begins again.

Pollination 

Bumblebees are an integral part of the local ecosystem.   They have 

pollinated the great flowering plants here far longer than there have been 

humans, but the presence of humans has helped them thrive and dominate the 

other kinds of giant insects.  Both queens and workers collect pollen and 

transport it back to the colony in pollen baskets on their hind legs. Workers 

are relatively small if born early in the year, and large if born later in 

the year. 

Militia: Gloriana's loyal militia is mounted on great bumblebees, and usually 

called knights or cavaliers.  Their loyalty is first to the Queen, though the 

Master of Bees (or, during some reigns, a separate Chancellor of War) 

oversees most of their duties.  A strict code of honor has governed all of 

their remaining actions for as far back as anyone can remember.

Services: Bumblebee breeding, flowers, nectar, bards and music.  This part of 

Arcadia contains many flowers of great, tree-like size, pollinated by the 

bumblebees.  There is a considerable market for these blossoms elsewhere, 

both fresh and dried; it takes only a year for such a flower to grow.  Music 

in Thessaly includes a lot of mellow strings and woodwinds, played to 

harmonize with the hums of the bees.  It seems erratic, but it follows 

traditional patterns exactly.  There is also a nearby silver mine which has 

yielded a slow but steady stream of metal since before the city was built.  A 

small god lives down there, creating metal in exchange for worship and 

statues in his honor.

Thessalian goods will be marketed by specially educated citizens in several 

places in Arcadia and Sigil.  From there, merchants take them across the 

planes.

Current Chant: Killeen Caine (briefly described in the Factol's Manifesto), 

Arcadia's highest-ranking Hardhead, has begun looking for outsiders to gain 

an audiance with the queen of Thessaly.  He knows that his own factioneers 

are turned away, but he won't give up until he has an answer to Gloriana's 

sudden turn of mind.

Site: Circle of Eternal Obelisks

Hiya!

Okay I admit that Stephen King film came in TV

this night.. well actually it was the silly 2nd part,

but this doesn't keep me from getting inspired by it ;)

Circle of Eternal Obelisks (Site)

Location: Arcadia (second layer)

Hearsay: It is said that the circle of Eternal Obelisks was created in times

ancient even for the paramortal races. Who or what created the circle is

unknown, as well as the details of how it can exist at all.

In any way, those inhabitants that know of the site (that is, those living

near to it) consider the circle a gift, bringing each of them a second

chance in life when they die.

Description: The circle consists of six pitch black obelisks, each of about

100 feet in size and 20 feet diameter. Except of this, the nature of the

place looks just as the rest of the plane.

If ever someone is buried in the earth surrounded by the obelisks, though,

he raises again after exactly an hour. He keeps the appearance, vitality,

etc. he had just before the moment of his death (though any except magical

diseases have vanished), he ages normally, etc. The only real difference is

that the person is completely cold now, just as a dead body would be.

The dark (unknown even by the inhabitants of Arcadia) is that those who

get buried at the Circle of Eternal Obelisks are infused with Negative

Energy. They do not become true undead, though; instead of establishing

a link to the negative energy plane, the bodies are infused with just so

much negative energy as they had positive energy before their death.

Beings raised in this way cannot be turned, controlled, or harmed by

holy water. They do not fall under the effect of summon undead spells.

Spells that harm undead, though, cause one point of damage per level of the

spell, and per round the spell is active; even "protection from negative

energy" does have this effect on the being.

Very, very rarely, the power of the obelisks backfires. There are two ways

how this could happen:

First, the dead being could be buried too late. If more days pass than the

buried being had ability scores for Intelligence and Wisdom together, the

being raises as a standard zombie (or, if more appropriate, skeleton) which

is not bound in any way.

Second, there is a 1% chance the being is affected mentally by being infused

with negative energy. Usually, this just means the being tends more towards

destructive than creative activities (but isn't really forced to give in to

this); a former weapon smith might now be interested in just melting the

metal for the weapons, or a builder might now serve his community happily if

an old building has to be destroyed. Most of these characters, though,

overcome these destructive drives or find a way to use it positively. Another

1% of these people though are infused with a bit too much negative energy.

First, they seem normal; during the next three or four days, though, the

negative energy becomes so strong that it actually opens up a link to the

Negative Energy Plane, transforming the being into one of the intelligent

undead types. No matter where the undead are, though, they will always

count as "Special Undead" due to their particular origin.

Moving or destroying the obelisks has only been tried once, up to now, just

after one event of a ravaging lich roaming Arcadia. It turned out to be

impossible to influence the obelisks in any way. Burying deep into the ground

made clear the obelisks are far larger than they seem to be; of course, some

barmies have already claimed they are infinitely long, but this is more than

improbable. Still, they surely hold some interesting secrets and powers.

Special Features: Except of the raising effect, the obelisks have a particular

effect on all undead. When they come into a distance of less than ten feet

to one of the obelisks, the undead (if not created by the obelisks themselves)

has to make a saving throw vs. death magic or crumble to dust. If they

manage the saving throw, though, they are immune to any kind of turning or

controlling them as long as they stay near the obelisks.

Also, an undead (no matter how created) that is slain near the obelisks

and stays at his death place for at least five hours, he raises again,

though now as an undead of one of the weaker types (that is, one with

less XP). If the undead already was something like a zombie or skeleton,

it cannot raise again, though.

Byebye,

Heiner

Tanar'ri: Karaycai (Spellslinger)

Hi again!

As usual, I'd love to get comments on this one..

Tanar'ri, Lesser - Karaycai ["Spellslinger"]

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Genius (17-18)

Treasure: None (20%) or A, X

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 2

Movement: 12

Hit Dice: 5

THAC0: 17

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d3

Special Attacks: Spell slinging

Special Defenses: Tanar'ri immunities, +2 weapons to hit, special magic

resistance

Magic Resistance: 40%

Size: S (3 feet tall)

Morale: Elite (13-14)

XP Value: 10.000

Karaycai, or "Spellslingers", are worm-like creatures with countless

feelers spread all over their body. They move just as a normal worm would,

except, of course, if they use their innate magical abilities.

The "skin" colour of karaycai varies, but they tend to be either ash gray

or dark brown; in any way, they always look somehow foul and slushy. They

communicate via telepathy; they can't control this telepathy, though, and

everyone in ten feet radius "hears" what they "say".

Combat: The karaycai are cruel beasts that love to torture a victim a

long, long time before actually killing it. Indeed, it may happen that

a karaycai forgets about a battle surrounding it while torturing one

defeated enemy.

The karaycai have a bite attack, but despite their large mouth, their

teeth are quite stumpy and weak. Thus, their bite only inflicts 1d3 points

of damage each round. The karaycai love to chew on a hapless victim, watching

it die very slowly.

The real danger of a karaycai lies in its' spell slinging. Whenever they

observe a spell completely failing due to the nature of the Abyss (e.g. in

case of prohibited spells, as "summon elemental", or if a spell does not

work but instead results in a wild magic surge), it can suck up the power

of this spell, so that nothing at all happens. During the next 24 hours,

the karaycai has to unleash the spell (if it waits longer, the spell will

unleash automatically), but now it is controlled by the spellslinger. A

"summon elemental" would, of course, still not work if the karaycai doesn't

have a spell key, but a wild magic surge would take effect normally, only

that the karaycai would know the exact effect and could control where the

magic is directed.

The karaycai can not "store" more than five such effects at any one time.

In addition to this and the abilities available to all tanar'ri, the

spellslingers have the following spell-like powers: clairvoyance, ESP, fly,

shield, suggestion, telekinesis (3 times per day).

They can also gate in 1d3 karaycai (30% chance) or 1d4 rutterkin (40% chance)

once per day.

Habitat/Society: The karaycai are beings that combine the wildness of the

Abyss with the cunning of powerful magicians. They often attack like

berserkers, but they also know how to use their abilities with good effect.

And as they aren't exactly silly, they also know when it isn't a good idea

to fight, or when it is time to flee.

Thus, they often lay traps to victims they consider "worthy" enough (i.e.

that might have treasures they want; note that they surely use such items

if they consider it necessary!), but at the same time don't seem to be hard

to defeat. A rutterkin might become the victim of a karaycai (even a

rutterkin the spellslinger has gated in himself), but a succubus (which

has the power to gate in balors!) usually can consider herself safe from this

beasts.

Ecology: Mortals and other visitors of the Abyss that proof they are too

weak and too stupid to survive often become victims of the karaycai. This,

of course, is especially true for mages that have not yet learned how to

cast spells in the Abyss. In a plane like this, the only place for the weak

and the dumb is that at the wrong end of the food chain.

Bye,

Heiner

Tanar'ri: Voodracoor (Voodoo Lords)

Hi there!

Another one :))

Tanar'ri, True - Voodracoor ("Voodoo Lords")

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary or Cult

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore, Minds

Intelligence: Genius to Godlike (17-21)

Treasure: C, F, H

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1 or 2-5 (1d4+1)

Armor Class: -7

Movement: 10

Hit Dice: 10

THAC0: 10

No. of Attacks: 3

Damage/Attack: 1d4/1d4/1d6 +7

Special Attacks: Voodoo, Mind Eating, Fear aura, Magical weapon

Special Defenses: Tanar'ri immunities, +3 weapons to hit

Magic Resistance: 70%

Size: L (9 feet tall)

Morale: Fanatic (17-18)

XP Value: 22.000

The Voodracoor belong to the least known tanar'ri, as they are extremely

rare. In fact, it is very, very bad luck if one ever meets one (or even

a group) of these horrible fiends.

Voodracoor appear as large humanoids completely covered in wide,

flowing hooded robes of darkest colours. Trying to get a glance at their

faces under those hoods only reveals dark, red-glowing eyes in pure

darkness. Whenever a voodracoor is slain or otherwise defeated, he simply

vanishes, no matter what precautions are taken; thus, noone knows what

these beasts truly look like.

Combat: Voodracoor attack with powerful fists hidden under their long,

wide sleeves. They have a strength of 19 (+7 damage adjustment), and

each hit with a fist inflicts 1d4+7 points of damage. All Voodracoor

possess one Abyss-forged magical weapon, which is additional to any

other treasure the fiend has. Roll randomly on the special weapons tables

in the DMG, or choose one freely. A full 10% of these special weapons also

have intelligence; in fact, the soul of a dretch has been imprisoned in

the weapon then, to serve the Voodracoor. Such weapons always have the

special ability to cast "stinking cloud" once per day, but all other

abilities of the dretch are lost. The normal rules for intelligent weapons

with alignments apply, though.

Depending on the kind of weapon, the Voodracoor loses one or both fist

attacks when using the weapon (do not forget the size of the Voodracoor;

a normal two-handed sword could be used one-handed by the creature).

The Voodracoor also attack with a head punch if possible, inflicting 1d6+7

points of damage; these moments are the most probable of an opponent seeing

the glowing eyes of the beast.

In addition to those available to all tanar'ri, the Voodracoor can cast

once per round at the 10th level of spell use: Chill touch, command, ESP

(always active), polymorph other, sleep, true seeing (always active).

Furthermore, they're always surrounded by a powerful fear aura of 20 feet

radius. A being inside the fear aura has to save vs. paralyzation at a -2

penalty every round or flee in terror for 2d4 rounds.

The most beloved power (by themselves, of course) of the Voodracoor is

the Voodoo ritual. The Voodracoor has to concentrate one round in order

to create a small doll out of the fabric of space surrounding the fiend.

This doll looks very similar to one being in sight of the Voodracoor. After

creation of the doll (which is, for any rules purposes, just an unmagical,

wooden doll), the Voodracoor has to bring the doll to body contact with the

appropriate victim (a character completely clad in armour is quite safe

from this power of the fiend, thus). After this contact, the Voodracoor (and

only he!) can use the doll to control the victim absolutely. Just breaking

the doll would instantly kill the victim (and create quite a gory mess),

moving it around could make the victim fly through the air or even attack his

friends, and so on. This control lasts as long as the Voodracoor sees the

victim; if the fiend is somehow seperated from his victim, though, and meets

the character again later (as improbable as that is), the doll still has the

power of control over the character.

When a Voodracoor controls a being in this way, it can also use another

power it has: The Mind Eating. It touches the doll's head with its' hand

(or whatever they might have; observers only see that the doll is under

the sleeve), and suddenly the victim gets a headache that is worse than

all the pain the howling winds of Pandemonium could cause. It is, in any

case, paralyzed for the whole round and the round thereafter. If the

victim fails a saving throw vs. death magic, the being's mind is completely

sucked out of him, leaving just a mindless, though still living, shell. It

seems the Voodracoor gain something from this, though what exactly is

unknown. Curiously, they use this power very rarely.

Note that this power works on all mortals and on all undead up to, but

not including, "Special" status. It works on all Least and Lesser tanar'ri

and baatezu, but only on those yugoloths with a magic resistance of less

than 50%. It does not work on any other 'paramortals', strangely.

Habitat/Society: Voodracoor are mysterious creatures who have never been

observed to speak, eat or interact with anyone, except by fighting or

controlling them. They always seem to be on a kind of mission, and it has

been observed that the various rulers of a layer ignore them. It is very

probable that the Voodracoor are direct servants of the Abyssal lords,

maybe even their creations.

A truly fearsome sight are the Voodracoor cults. In such a cult, two to

five of these beings apparently try to accomplish some very definite goal

(as gaining a magical item, killing a particular person, or something

similar), and nothing, absolutely nothing can stop them, then. They

never give up when in a Cult, fight until slain or successful, and do not

care for anything but reaching their goal.

When the Voodracoor appear in a Cult and their goal has to do with a

particular being, one of them nearly always uses the Voodoo power in order

to reach that goal. The other Voodracoor then work perfectly together to

make sure the Voodoo-casting Voodracoor will be successful.

Such cults can also appear outside the Abyss, though this happens rarely.

Only one occasion is known where the Voodoo Lords appeared in the Blood

War, and they "only" killed the baatezu army's commander before disappearing

again (this, though, was the key event ensuring the success of the tanar'ri

army during that battle).

Ecology: The Voodracoor, or Voodoo Lords, do not seem to fit into any

ecology, except (and even this is only a guess) serving the layers' rulers.

Then again, so few is known about these fiends that about anything could be

possible.

Bye,

Heiner
Abyssal critters

Hey Berks!

've heard you clueless barmies need s'me info 'bout the Abyss? You've come

to the right blood, berks! Me, I'm Grendle, Grendle the Great you can call

me. I'm ravaging that damn plane since a dozen years now, and 've I got

many scars? Nah, that stoopid fiends don't get a top-shelf blood like me!

Three scars I got, on my left arm, and those're from a balor, 'n' he could

only hit me 'coz I was busy fighting his babau minions.

But, you know, the true fun in th'Abyss are not those barmy fiends, they're

far too easy to suppress. Put a little balor 'n front of some dretches,

and they'll act nearly as lawful as those barmie baatezu. Y'know what's

the true fun 'bout the Abyss? It's those critters and beasts that roam the

plane, "animals" if ye wanna call'em so. Most are already a great joke jus'

the way they look like, but it gets even more funny if you squash'em. Y'

should see how they look from the _inside_ , now THAT shows the true chaos

'f the Abyss.

Okay berks, let's start with our show of abyssal fun beasts. They're, 'course,

just a first glance on what roams the barmy plane; I myself've seen far, far

more than just those. Sure, 't wasn't a nice meetin' for THEM; put 'em in

the deadbook nearly always, nasty critters. Though my first beast in the

list (quite ironic making a list 'bout the chaos of the Abyss!) already

was one I didn't kill, but instead bound to my service w'th some funny

magic I got from some marilith sod I slayed.

Blackbird: The blackbird is, as the name should make clear even to such

clueless berks as you, pitch black. It's not a raven, though; looks more

like a parrot, just with a very sharp, hooked beak.

They got more similarities with parrots, but they're nastier, they are. Got

"ESP" and "know alignment" abilities, at will, and the more these chaotic

evil beasts dislike your alignment, the more they say loudly what you think

right now. 'course, if there're more people around, 's not sure who's having

the thoughts the blackbird talks about. But if yer' in a tavern that's

otherwise full of those barmy tanar'ri, you surely get s'me attention. Took

me half an hour to leave 'at tavern. But hey, it got me a funny beast for my

shoulder.

Blackbirds have another advantage as well; they know instinctly the path to

s'me hidden treasure. They love to give away such secrets to their owners,

which was th' first time I found out the beast'd telepathic abilities, as

well. Problem with these treasures is, they're always owned - and guarded -

by at least a Greater, often 'nuff a True tanar'ri. Well, problem 'course only

for clueless berks like you. Me, I got rich that way, damn rich.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary, often with master/owner

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Low (5-7)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 8

Movement: 16

Hit Dice: 1

THAC0: 20

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d4 (beak)

Special Attacks: ESP, know alignment, luring into guarded treasure hoards

Special Defenses: Tanar'ri might fight to get one for himself

Magic Resistance: 1%

Size: T (1 feet tall)

Morale: Average (8-9)

XP Value: 250

Blood cow: Imagine a normal cow, berk. Not some of the planar specials, just

that which the prime barmies would call normal. But instead of a normal coat,

give'em one that looks like a rainbow pattern (yep, that 4th level spell).

Same effects on anyone looking at it. Fun, isn't it? S'me tanar'ri protect

themselves 'gainst the effect, so they can keep'em at home. Have seen a

tavern with about twenty of these beasts. The tanar'ri love the disgusting

mixture of blood and milk that they produce.

Oh, beware the beasts long, sharp horns. If you're not careful, they can

hurt, and really bad. 've seen a barmy getting killed by one attack.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Rare

Organization: Herd

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Semi (2-3)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1d20

Armor Class: 9

Movement: 12

Hit Dice: 2

THAC0: 18

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d6+4

Special Attacks: None

Special Defenses: Rainbow pattern

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: L (as normal cow)

Morale: Elite (13-14)

XP Value: 300

Spike frog: These are real fun. They tend to come to you when you're resting.

Wanna steal your food, the critters. As they're quite stoopid, you should

make sure they don't get yer jink as well. Problem's, they've got acidic

tongues. Make that acidic, very, very long tongues. If you're fast enough

and don't mind a few scratches and messy feet, you can squash'em before

they get to near, though.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Uncommon

Organization: Solitary or Pack

Activity Cycle: Night (or the equivalent thereof on the particular layer)

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Non (0)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1-60 (1d3*1d20)

Armor Class: 10

Movement: 6

Hit Dice: 1/2

THAC0: 20

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d4 (acidic tongue, can get a length of up to 100 feet)

Special Attacks: Acid (on the tongue)

Special Defenses: Spikes (inflicting 1d4 points of damage if, e.g., a

clueless berk takes the frog in his hand or squashes it with his bare feet)

Magic Resistance: None

Size: T (3 inches)

Morale: Unreliable (2-4)

XP Value: 50

Liquid flees: By the Lady! Lemme fight agains' Graz'zt and Demogorgon at

once, but keep me away from those damn beasts. Look like raindrops, they do,

but if ye get near to 'em, they jump on you like real predators. Problem's,

they suck your blood, give ye some nasty diseases, and can't be killed with

a good axe. I tried squashing 'em, 'course, but 've you ever tried to squash

a raindrop? They ARE liquid, really! Jumped into my own campfire to get rid

of 'em, I did, burned my beard and hair and hurt nastily, but 't was the

only solution I've found to kill these beasts.

'course, you then still have to find a way to get rid of the diseases.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Uncommon

Organization: None at all

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Blood

Intelligence: Non (0)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 4d10

Armor Class: 0 (due to size and form)

Movement: 6

Hit Dice: 1 hit point

THAC0: 20

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: None; if hit, though, the liquid flee drains one hit point

every six hours from the victim

Special Attacks: Diseases (every single flee contracts one randomly chosen

disease; 5% chance for a magical disease, even if that can't be contracted

by parasites normally!)

Special Defenses: Liquidity

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: T (as a raindrop)

Morale: Special (no mind, no morale)

XP Value: 50

Abyssal rat: Sure, rats are everywhere. The Abyss 's no exclusion. They

come in many sizes and colours (and smells!), are damn aggressive, all-time

hungry, and have the nasty habit of wanting to chew on your feet and toes.

Bad surprise if ye wake up with a bunch of 'em at the other end of yer body.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Uncommon

Organization: Pack

Activity Cycle: Any (if available on the particular layer, darker hours are

preferred)

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Semi (2-4)

Treasure: Nil (sometimes small trinkets in the hidden nest)

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1d100

Armor Class: 6

Movement: 14

Hit Dice: 1/2

THAC0: 20

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d3 (prefer to chew on feet and toes)

Special Attacks: None

Special Defenses: None

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: T (max. 2 feet)

Morale: Average (8-10)

XP Value: 20

Barmy Cranium rats: These ones are much more fun. I've even seen how they

were created. There was that balor who got constantly annoyed by rats,

especially cranium rats. After s'me time, he decided to wipe 'em out all

at once (wasn't completely successful, obviously).

He used some funny magic so to change their nature a bit and make 'em

totally barmy. Guvners seem intelligent compared to 'em. See, the normal

cranium rats wanna group together to form a hive mind an' get some more power

and intellect. The barmy cranium rats still wan' the same; it's jus' that

they think they gotta eat their fellow rats brains for that. Eradicating

themselves, they are, and not only cranium rats, but all other rats, as

well. Sometimes, they even wanna "form a hive mind" with a mortal or a

tanar'ri. Y' should make sure they don't get into yer ears, you should.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Darkness

Diet: Carrion eaters, rat brains

Intelligence: Animal (1; always insane)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 6

Movement: 15

Hit Dice: 1

THAC0: 19

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d4

Special Attacks: None

Special Defenses: None

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: T (7 inches)

Morale: Unsteady (7)

XP Value: 65

Yellow yawner: From a distance I thought these funny creatures were

will-o-wisps. 've I already mentioned I understand the will-o's light

language? Quite funny if they plan their tactics an' tell me all the chant

'bout it before starting.

Anyway, the yellow yawners aren't related to any undead, though they are

incorporeal. Halfway on the Astral, they are. And shine with yellow light

all the while, like a permanent lantern (in fact, s'me tanar'ri use them

for that, though these incorporeal beasts aren't all too easy to bind).

The yellow yawners favourite attack gave 'em their name: They simply yawn.

Problem's, if yer not strong willed enough, you start yawning as well, and

jus' fall down sleepin'. Then, the herd of yawners starts a funny little

stampede and squash ya. Seems their incorporeal state doesn't stop them

from this. After puttin' a sod in the dead-book, they come back to eat what's

left of him. Obviously, the yawners don't know much about fine tastes, but

hey, they survive quite fine.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Uncommon

Organization: Herd

Activity Cycle: Any, but if not disturbed, they usually slumber, until they

get hungry

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Animal (1)

Treasure: Nil (Treasures of victims might still be available nearby)

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 3d12

Armor Class: -4 (incorporeal)

Movement: varies by mood (1-20)

Hit Dice: 2

THAC0: 18

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 2d4

Special Attacks: Yawning (acts as a "sleep" spell, available once a round,

but not more often than four times in an hour, by any yellow yawner in the

herd), stampede (if the whole herd runs over a victim, the poor

sod gets 1d4 points of damage for each yellow yawner in the herd)

Magic Resistance: 5%

Size: M or L (as normal hippo, though some are a bit smaller and some are 

a bit larger than usually)

Morale: Fanatic (18)

XP Value: 400

Riddlecutes: Don' get cheated by the name, berks. The tanar'ri usually

find them cute, that's true, but most mortals found them quite horrible.

'course, that is, if the mortal's got a mind different from that 'f a

tanar'ri.

Dunno how the riddlecutes 're made, but they're obviously created by the

tanar'ri themselves. They take a mortal's head, usually a gnome or halfling,

infuse him with some funny (or so they think) infernal energies, and let

him bounce around like a barmy. They approach anyone they see (and quite

often get squashed instantly, if the tanar'ri is one of those who don't

find the riddlecutes all too cute), and ask you some stoopid riddles. If

ye don't answer them right, they bite yer. If ye answer right, they usually

bite yer nevertheless.

They seem to have s'me innate ability of knowing someone's alignment, even

overcoming protection magic (though, curiously, magic that gives you the

aura of a different alignment works fine). The nasty critters tend to

make fun about all lawful an' all good people. That's probably why not ALL

of them get squashed suddenly. They're good guards, an' the tanar'ri like

their jokes.

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Very rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Exceptional (15-16)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 2 (fast bouncing, size)

Movement: 17

Hit Dice: 2

THAC0: 18

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d4

Special Attacks: Powerful "know alignment" (overcoming protection magic, but

cheated by spells that give a false alignment aura)

Special Defenses: None (maybe nearby tanar'ri)

Magic Resistance: None

Size: T (head-sized)

Morale: Steady (11-12)

XP Value: 100

Spit-nagon: Now here's one that would drive a pit fiend barmy (that is,

if these berks were not barmy, anyway). Seems some powerful blood war

general captured a great bunch of spinagons, and managed to drive them

completely insane (not so hard for a tanar'ri). The spit-nagons still look

like the baatezu beasts, it's just that they're chaotic evil now, and

about as barmy (if not more!) than the barmy cranium rats.

They're used for spitting competitions, they are: A tanar'ri (or anyone

else who wants to) takes the spinagon into his mouth (if the mouth's

not large enough, he just takes a feet or the head or so), and spit'em as

far as he can. If the spit-nagon gets hurt badly (by, say, being spitted

against a wall covered by razorvine), the spitter gets bonus points. Real

fun. I've won such a competition once. That was jus' before that balor

gave me the scars on my arm.

Anyway, ye know what's the barmiest thing about the spit-nagon? The poor

sods are so insane, they actually delight in this treatment. After the

battle with the balor an' his friends, I left the tavern, the spit-nagon

(who just managed to get out of the razorvine, near to death) shouted

behind me "Spit me! Please, master, spit me again! Pleeeeease!"

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Very rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Average (8-9, utterly insane)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 4

Movement: 6, Fl 18 (C)

Hit Dice: 3+3

THAC0: 17

No. of Attacks: 3

Damage/Attack: 1d4/1d4/by weapon

Special Attacks: Flame spikes (as spinagon)

Special Defenses: As spinagon

Magic Resistance: 15%

Size: S (3 feet tall)

Morale: Fanatic (18-19)

XP Value: 3.000 (note that killing a spit-nagon usually shouldn't be too

hard - these barmy sods WANT to be hurt; the DM should instead reward the

PCs with XP points for roleplaying in case they wanted to free the poor

spit-nagon of this miserable existence)

More Abyssal critters

Aye, clueless berks!

It's me again, Grendle the Glorious! T'day I gonna tell ya a bit 'bout some

more Abyssal critters, those 'at you could encounter inside your house...

though I gotta say I know only few berks stoopid 'nuff to build up a house

in th'Abyss.

The Water Visitor: These beasts are s'me Abyssal joke the tanar'ri truly

love. In fact, they're part of the Abyss itself, beasts that form of the

very plane to scare some sodding clueless 'at don't know what the Abyss

is all about.

As far as I know, these critters form only in water or other fluids of

th'Abyss, so your chances to meet'em are best in rivers and seas. In this

Chaosplane, it's very well possible 'course that variants of the Water

Visitors have evolved.

Put short, these monsters jus' wanna scare an' disgust people. If yer' takin'

a bath, and some of 'em are around, they come to ya in a form lookin' like

the fluid you're in - that is, you're not goin' to notice 'em until it's

too late. They touch their victim to make up a telepathic link (one should

have some magic to protect yerself from mind reading and influence, anyway,

when goin' to the Abyss). This way 'ey find out 'bout what could make ya

afraid and disgusted (not necessarily the worst, it's enough for the critters

to scare you at all), and then they take on exactly this form.

've heard chant about a male mortal merchant in Azzagrat takin' a bath in

the Sleeping Berk in Samora. As he was just relaxing, suddenly a disgustin',

slime-covered snake with obvious female features appeared between his

legs, and it looked at the merchant with a quite horny grin. The merchant

left th'Abyss the same day, foolish berk (he should've had a Ring of Reversed

Thoughts - when I've met a Water Visitor, a beautiful... no sorry, this's a

personal thing).

Despite their funny nature, the true joke of these beasts is an unknown dark

for most people (not for Grendle, 'course!). Ye know, a long (make that VERY

long) time ago, the blood Demogorgon thought it was a nifty idea to get some

more power. He managed to change the very nature of his layer so that it

sprouted Water Visitors here and there. His idea was, that the beasts would

nourish themselves with the emotions of fear and disgust they created in

their observers, and when merging with his layer 'gain, they would give the

belief power of these emotions to him. It worked quite fine, it just had

the problem that more of the belief power was left in the layer than was

given to him. So, the layer's own might grew more than his, and if he'd not

done anything 'gainst it, he'd be eaten up by his own layer soon. So, he

made a sacrifice, gathering all Water Visitors on one place of Demogorgon's

Maw, and then teared that part of the layer out of the rest, banishing it into

the layer of one of his foes (how exactly he did this, I dunno).

In the end, the extra power the Water Visitors had brought Demogorgon was

about as much power as he had lost when banishing 'em, but still it was a good

deal for him: Those lords who've not yet found out 'bout the true nature of

these critters will get a funny surprise sooner or later. Especially since

the critters nowadays only give the belief power into the Abyssal layers, not

to the layers' rulers anymore.

Climate/Terrain: Abyssal seas and rivers

Frequency: Varies by layer (Banished to Common)

Organization: Group

Activity Cycle: As soon as a mortal's around

Diet: Fear and disgust

Intelligence: None (0)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1-12

Armor Class: 8

Movement: Sw 24

Hit Dice: 1 (merge with the plane when killed)

THAC0: None (don't attack physically)

No. of Attacks: None

Damage/Attack: None

Special Attacks: Mind reading, fear and disgust

Special Defenses: Impossible to see in water form

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: T to S (up to 3 feet tall)

Morale: Special (just act by instinct, can't be scared)

XP value: 20

Gluebug: This's as funny as annoying. I met the insects in an ancient temple

(ye know, good ol' dungeoneering), where they were meant as assistants to the

undead guardians. First ye think they're just s'me normal bugs, 'n' they don't

even attack you. But if you go where ye shouldn't, they start spittin' like

insane. In jus' a minute, only one of these critters covered a room of five

times five feet with that spitglue. Problem is, the glue's really good, and

if you're stuck on the floor, ye need a Planetar's strength to get free

(I was lucky 'nuff to be adventuring with a planetar in that abyssal temple,

fortunately). And as the spittin' produces loud, sickenin' sounds that can

be heard hundred yards away, it doesn't take long until you're visited by

the real guardians of the place. 't was the first time I had s'me problems

fighting some undead molydeus. An' afterwards I was wearin' boots for the

first time. Really hated to cage my feet like 'at, but 't was better than

being covered with that spit-glue 'gain.

Climate/Terrain: Abyss (underground or in buildings)

Frequency: Rare

Organization: Solitary or group

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: All kinds of slime

Intelligence: Low (5-7)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1 or 2d8

Armor Class: 6 (due to size and speed)

Movement: 17

Hit Dice: 1/2

THAC0: 20

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1 (bite)

Special Attacks: Gluespit

Special Defenses: Gluespit (including getting attention of other beasts due

to the loud sounds the spitting produces)

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: T (2 inches)

Morale: Low (5-6)

XP Value: 10

Eye Tripods: If you ever meet a slaad, berks, make sure you got eye tripods

with you. Slaadi love to hunt'em, and some of 'em told me the eye tripods are

about the best tasting stuff of the whole Abyss. I've tried and gotta say I

don't really understand 'at, but then, my stomach's not as good as that 'f a

slaad, that's sure.

Eye tripods look like normal eyeballs with three spider-like feet, and they

love to hurry through masses of tanar'ri (or whatever else's around). As they

rush along, they spread chaos and fun, s'metimes even so much that the

tanar'ri get annoyed by 'em. I've seen a pack of 'em storming a tavern; they

invaded the building through a broken window, whizzing over the floor and

tables, upsetting mugs and knocking plates from the tables, bitin' (they DO

have mouths, even if one doesn't see that usually) tanar'ri and ev'rybody

else, and, well, makin' some chaos.

Didn't took long before they were all squashed (and eaten), but a few of 'em

escaped. A rutterkin told me later these "chaos storms", as tanar'ri call it,

are the eye tripods' mating ritual, and although many of these critters died

in the tavern, far more would be born a few days lat'r.

Climate/Terrain: Abyss

Frequency: Common

Organization: Clan

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Any (they can devour anything, but need to eat only very few)

Intelligence: Animal (2-4)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 3-60 (3d20)

Armor Class: -4 (size and speed)

Movement: 40

Hit Dice: 1

THAC0: 14

No. of Attack: 3 (due to speed)

Damage/Attack: 1d2 (bite)

Special Attacks: Can hit as a +2 magical weapon

Special Defenses: Speed

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: T (3 inches)

Morale: Elite (13-14)

XP Value: 100
Baatezu: Serebli'ux

  Pearza, head of Research and Implementation of the Blood War and member of 

the Dark Eight, has begun focusing on a resource that is relatively unused; 

psionics. Here is her first creation.

Baatezu, Symbiotic - Serebli'ux

Climate/Terrain: Baator

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Psychic Potential

Intelligence: Non (0)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Lawful Evil

No. Appearing: 1

Armor Class: 0

Movement: N/A

Hit Dice: 1

THAC0: N/A

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: Nil

Special Attack: Psychic Drain, Host

Special Defense: Host

Magic Resistance: 10%

Size: T (1'long)

Morale: See below

XP Value: 75

Psionic Summary

   Level        Dis/Sci/Dev   Att/Def    Score      PSPs

     6             2/0/2        -          10        25

*Telepathy: Devotion: Contact

*Metapsionics: Devotion: Psychic Drain (no cost)

  Note: The victim of psychic drain is not required to be asleep.

   Serebli'ux are symbiotes created through the horrible mutation of larvae 

that were formely psionicists. They appear to be 1' long, red slugs. They 

are implanted into the head of a baatezu such that only the head and 

antennae are revealed upon the forehead of the baatezu.

   Combat: By themselves, Serebli'ux are fairly harmless when full. They 

attempt to feed off of the nearest tanar'ri whenever the opportunity 

presents itself unless prevented so with effort on the part of the host. 

They require 30 PSP's per day to survive and retain any excess PSPs absorbed 

in the draining process. If this amount is not met, they begin to feed off 

of the baatezu host for survival. Results from a psychic drain are as 

appears in the Complete Psionics Handbook (I assume the drained attributes 

regenerate at a rate of 1 per day).

   This may seem good enough for the baatezu, but Pearza wanted a little bit 

more. An additional advantage granted upon the the baatezu is an automatic 

roll on the wild talent table. The baatezu has no natural PSP base; forced 

to use the PSPs absorbed from the Serebli'ux's drain.

   Being only a bump on the fiend's head, an attacker must make a direct, 

called shot to hit the Serebli'ux (-4 to hit, I think). Since the symbiote 

is now one with the baatezu, area-affecting attacks (magic, breath weapons, 

explosions, etc) inflict all damage to the host first and don't spill over 

onto the symbiote until the fiend's own hit points reach 0 (by then, the 

Serebli'ux is dead anyway).

   Serebli'ux regenerate at 1 hit point per hour naturally and possess all 

standard baatezu immunities.

   Being biologically connected to the fiend results in the Serebli'ux's 

death if its host ever dies and vice versa. This results in most baatezu 

wearing easily removable helmets when not using their powers.

   Habitat/Society: Being artificially created fiend symbiotes, they serve 

no ecological purpose.

   Ecology: Trade in the use of these creatures is becoming a hot issue 

amongst baatezu and non-baatezu alike. Right now, their use is remains 

exclusively amongst baatezu until their creation is perfected. The purchase 

of these creatures and their implantation are scheduled to be brought to the 

open market within a year after they are "modified" for mortals.

   Some sages believe that the creatures have a direct psionic link with the 

Dark Eight and possibly possess a latent domination power that can be 

initiated only by them. This rumour is unproven as of now, but is highly 

probable.

   Currently, the yugoloths have not attempted to obtain the process of 

Serebli'ux creation and have shown no signs of wanting to possess such 

knowledge (almost as if they don't mind letting the baatezu have total 

control of it). This alone has stirred quite a ruckus with chantmongers and 

many peery-folk.

Abyss: Vying Wolves

Hi there!

The Abyssal Vampire belonging to this one will come soon, too :)

Wolf, Vying

Climate/Terrain: Abyss

Frequency: Rare

Organization: Pack

Activity Cycle: Night [or whatever fits most to that on the according layer]

Diet: Carnivore (See below)

Intelligence: Average (8-10)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 2-12 (2d6)

Armor Class: 4

Movement: 12, Jp 18

Hit Dice: 4+2

THAC0: 18

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d4+3

Special Attacks: See below (Jump, Personal)

Special Defenses: Cold Iron or Magical Weapons to hit

Magic Resistance: 5% (see below)

Size: M (5 to 6 feet tall)

Morale: Fanatic (17-18)

XP-Value: 1.500

These ferocious wolves are an awesome sight, even for the Abyss. They have

dark brown fur with slight patterns, horrible fangs and a growl that makes

even some fiends stay away from them.

They can be encountered as a pack roaming the plane, or in servitude to

Abyssal Vampires. In any way, these wicked predators are a serious threat to

any traveler of the Abyss.

Combat: The Vying Wolves attack as a pack. This means that they work together,

but in a different way one might think. Each of the wolves wants to proof

his worth to the pack (or to his master), and thus every single member tries

to find the best way to kill enemies. The effect of this behaviour is, that

each of the wolves attacks with a different hunting technique in mind. As

this is a disadvantage for the wolves at first, it also usually confuses the

victims. When the rest of the pack sees that one of the techniques has gained

the greatest advantages, they all adapt to this tactic, suddenly attacking

as a perfectly trained 'army'.

Each Vying Wolf attacks with a fierce bite, inflicting 1d4+3 points of

damage. The wolves often use their jumping attack as the starting attack,

though. With their strong legs, they can make jumps of up to 50 feet length,

and as they are very fast with this, initiative is thrown only with a d10

for this, without any modifier. When jumping on a victim this way, they

attack the victim with their horrible fangs, and the victim has to succeed

a Strength check with a -3 penalty or fall on the ground. With the wolf above

him, the victim's armor class then gets a penalty of six points until he

can get rid of the wolf somehow (just trying to push him away by brute force

requires an Attack role (inflicting half damage) and a Strength check with a

penalty of four points).

Every Vying Wolf also has a "Personal Attack", an innate magical ability which

it can use one per round. Abilities that require touching the victim can be

delivered along with the already fearsome bite. Most common are the following

abilities (decide freely or use a d12):

1: Fire breath (magical ability with the effects of "Burning Hands")

2: Chilling Bite (similar to "Chilling Touch")

3: Detect Magic (often used to decide whom to attack - and whom to avoid)

4: Shocking Bite (similar to "Shocking Grasp")

5: Cantrip

6: Fear (as 1st level priest spell)

7: Wound bite (As "Cause light wounds")

8: Blindness

A Vying Wolf Pack that serves an Abyssal vampire follows their masters very

commands, instead of searching for tactics of their own. Still, the wolves

are eager to find ways how to fulfill their tasks as perfectly as possible,

always trying to outdo their fellow wolves.

Vying Wolves are only affected by magical weapons or those forged of cold

iron. When serving an Abyssal vampire, each Vying Wolf also has a magic

resistance of 5%, and their personal attacks work without being twisted

by the nature of the Abyss.

Habitat/Society: Vying Wolves evolve from normal prime material wolves. It

seems that many Abyssal Vampires know the ways for infusing these wolves

with infernal energies, changing them into beasts of chaos and evil. When

they are transformed, they serve their master absolutely, but retain most of

their social structure.

Exactly this, though, is what gives the Vying Wolves their name. Every single

wolf in a pack constantly tries to become leader of the pack, but only rarely

does one wolf manage to keep this position for too long. By accomplishing

tasks that let the pack win over foes or otherwise serve the pack, a wolf

rises in the ranks of the pack; but any such deed is forgotten soon, so the

wolves have to fight for their rank (and, especially, for even rising higher)

without a break.

The pack's leading wolf has the right to breed with the female wolves. Young

Vying Wolves usually stay with the pack, and are even a bit protected. If

the pack gets too large though, the younglings are cast away to form a new

pack. Though different packs often attack each other mercilessly, no Vying

Wolf would ever attack its' own parents.

In servitude of an Abyssal Vampire, the Vying Wolves develop a deep mental

link to their undead master. This link gives them an inner strength and

resistance against influences from outside. Thus, they gain their small

magic resistance and manage to overcome any changes the Abyss normally does

to spells and spell-like abilities (this also includes those changes that

actually improve a spell, though).

Ecology: Vying wolves that serve no master take the same place as predators

in the Abyss which they take on prime material worlds, as well. They are

always on the search for an Abyssal Vampire they can serve, though. It

seems they feel uneasy in the Abyss, always sensing the plane's corrupting

nature, and seek the mental link to Abyssal Vampires that gives them enough

strength to overcome the power of the Abyss.

Many sages are highly interested in finding out how this link is created,

as this might provide a way to create powerful spell keys. Some of those

sages actually believe the ultimate spell key overcoming any influences of

the planes could be developed by studying the Vying Wolves.

Curiously, the Abyssal Vampires aren't protected by the mental link, and

it's known that Abyssal Vampires actually do research on this field

themselves. It is thus very probable that these infernal undead do not

even know themselves how exactly they provide this inner strength to the

wolves.

Bye,

Heiner

Baatezu: Nupper'vai

   Here's a nice surprise for attacking tanar'ri who think they see an easy 

meal; with thanks to the research of Pearza of the Dark Eight!

Baatezu, Modified - Nupper'vai

Climate/Terrain: Baator

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Military

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Nil

Intelligence: Non (0)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Lawful Evil

No. Appearing: 5-10

Armor Class: 9/2

Movement: 6/21

Hit Dice: 3

THAC0: 13

No. of Attacks: 2/4

Damage/Attack: 1d2/1d2 - 1d8(X4)

Special Attacks: See Below

Special Defenses: See Below

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: M (5' tall)/H (18' tall)

Morale: See Below

XP Value: 2,000

Note: The first number is for before the transformation, the second for the 

larger form.

   Implanted with an telescoping skeletal structure (their regeneration 

works nicely here) and fiendish enchantments, we have a well disguised 

suicide beserker.

   Appearing to be normal nupperibos, they automatically transform into a 

frightening being when first struck by a tanar'ri. Upon being struck, their 

regeneration heals the entirety of the wound (the last time it will ever be 

used again) and the implanted structure extends and expands. In only a melee 

round, the five foot blob is transformed into a lanky, skeletal giant 

towering almost twenty feet in height. The expanded skeleton stretches some 

portions of the skin to the breaking point, revealing a metal rod beneath a 

thin layer of flesh and fiendish blood.

   Combat: The enchantments also speed up the creature to unnatural 

proportions. This allows the Nupper'vai to attack twice with each of its 

enormously long, barbed, and clawed hands (they extend with the metal rods).

   The short-lived beserker is also enhanced so as to be able to strike 

creature needing +1 or better weapons to be hit.

   One of the bonuses of transforming into a whirling, skeletal, giant is 

the surprise and fear. After the first strike against the Nupper'vai and it 

starts to grow, all who witness it suffer as if from a fear spell.

   Still being essentially a Nupperibo, they remain mindless in their 

attacks against any non-baatezu around. They also still enjoy the immunity 

to mind-affecting magicks.

   Habitat: Nupper'vai are meant as a powerful surprise attackers against 

the tanar'ri.

   Due to the enchantments and the strain it puts on the creature's body, it 

dies and quickly decays only one hour after it transforms. This makes it a 

fairly one-shot creature.

   Ecology: They are doomed creatures that serve for a brief time in a 

single battle. They serve no ecological niche in Baatorian ecology; even 

less than normal Nupperibo. Nupper'vai are frequently used as trading chips 

in Baatezu negotiations and the occasional Baatorian poker game.

  Pearza continues to produce new creature modifications and war 

machines/tactics to keep her position amongst the Dark Eight and will reveal 

her next one soon. (I do hope Pearza is a female, otherwise I'll feel very 

silly)

Abyssal Vampires

Hiya!

I'd love to get some comments on this!

Abyssal Vampire

Climate/Terrain: Abyss

Frequency: Very Rare

Organization: Solitary / Master with servants

Activity Cycle: Night [or whatever fits most to that on the according layer]

Diet: Blood

Intelligence: High to Genius (13-18)

Treasure: A, C, Q, X

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1 or 2d4+1

Armor Class: 1

Movement: 12

Hit Dice: 8+3

THAC0: 11

No. of Attacks: 1

Damage/Attack: 1d6+4

Special Attacks: Energy drain, Confusion Gaze, Spider Climb, Bite

Special Defenses: +1 or better magical weapon to hit, immune to sleep, charm,

hold, poison, paralyzation, 

half damage from cold and electricity, Regeneration

Special Weakness: Holy Water inflicts 1d6+1 points of damage

Magic Resistance: Nil

Size: M (6 feet tall)

Morale: Fanatic (17-18)

XP-Value: 10.000

The Abyssal Vampires are powerful undead infused with the energies of the

Abyss. They look like extremely beautiful mortals - almost reminding of succubi and incubi - with very bright eyes. They do not make the impression of being dangerous or deadly, but instead seem peaceful and friendly. If they want to cheat a  possible victim, though, they can still make a proud and mighty impression, but in a way that most probably pleases the intended victim.

Combat: Often, Abyssal Vampires have a pack of Vying Wolves as servants.  hen,

they usually let these  wolves attack while using their gaze abilities from a distance. Abyssal Vampires also retain the character classes they had in their mortal life, though (and, if they had none, can even choose a character class later), 

and usually show a behaviour most fitting to that character class (i.e. a fighter would probably enter combat, a mage cast spells from a distance, etc.). Abyssal vampires are surprisingly often priests of one of  the Abyssal Lords. When in combat situations, the Abyssal vampires love to use their confusion gaze. Their eyes have to meet  the eyes of the victim, which has to succeed in a saving throw vs. spell then. If it fails, the victim is under  the effect of a confusion spell, which is absolutely controlled by the Abyssal Vampire. The Undead can  choose which effect is active in any round, and the confusion lasts as long as the vampire oncentrates on it (but never on more than one victim at the same time). Their strong fist attack inflicts 1d6+4 points of damage, and the opponent loses two life energy levels.  Instead of the fist attack, the Abyssal Vampire can also choose to bite (though they usually prefer to keep this for a victim which is bound and hapless). When a bite has hit, the vampire pierces its' teeth deep into the victim's neck. The victim has to succeed in a dexterity and a strength check in order to push the  vampire away. The bite inflicts 4 points of damage each round and sucks two life energy levels from the victim. As soon as the victim dies (either from loss of hit points, or because it has less then 0 levels IF this  was done by the bite), it is utterly "empty", i.e. there's not one drop of blood left in the victim. Now, the poor being can be transformed into a vampire itself (see below). Abyssal vampires can always spider climb, so they can easily reach rooms in large buildings or omething 

similar. When they have chosen a particular victim (often of the opposite sex), they love to "visit" the victim  in his/her room, at best when the victim sleeps. Victims that are transformed to Abyssal Vampires themselves are forced to serve their master absolutely. They are bound by a magic link, but still retain their individual mind. Most servant vampires seek to free themselves of their master, except if the master has found a way to make the servant want to serve the master (sometimes, Abyssal Vampire masters have only  one vampiric servant, acting as if that one were the vampire's lover – and sometimes, this is even absolutely  true).

Vampire Masters that have vampiric servants gain one extra hit point per year and servant, which is taken from the servants (in the rare case of lovers, the Master can choose to deny this bonus). This exchange is permanent, but the Master can never gain more than his maximum according to his Hit Dice (i.e. the maximum hit points, if no individual Constitution bonus applies, is 67 hit points). An Abyssal Vampire who has got vampiric servants can never have a pack of Vying Wolves as well. It seems  the wolves dislike the "rivals", or maybe the Abyssal Vampire somehow cannot give them such a deep mental link as normally if he also has to "care" for vampiric servants. The wolves would never willingly follow a servant vampire. Abyssal Vampires regenerate one hit point per round, except if this damage has been inflicted by holy items. When they are slain, Abyssal Vampires stay where they are, as they do not have the ability to turn into gaseous form. They still keep on regenerating, except if enough damage to kill the undead has been 

inflicted with holy items (holy water, holy sword, etc.). After having been slain, though, the Abyssal Vampires feel very weak and exhausted, and only wants to flee as fast as possible. They need a full 24 hours rest to recover from this experience. They also do not have the normal vampires' abilities to fly or polymorph into animal form, but they are not  harmed by sunlight or running water, as well. They can be turned as normal vampires, but, as all undead on the Outer Planes, they have to be turned as "Special Undead" while in the Abyss.

Habitat/Society: It is unknown how exactly Abyssal Vampires and Vying Wolves

are linked. The Vampires somehow create Vying Wolves from Prime Material wolves that come to the Abyss, but also future generations of the Vying Wolves seek an Abyssal Vampire master. Abyssal Vampires are as individual as "standard" vampires, and their social behaviour varies accordingly. In tanar'ri society, they're usually seen as "lowly fiends", even though they do not have a true fiendish nature.

Ecology: Abyssal Vampires are the hunters of those few mortals that roam the

Abyss. They need less blood to survive than normal vampires, but they still have to nourish themselves now and then. If an Abyssal Vampire drinks all the blood of a victim and the dead body is then buried into Abyssal soil, it rises again after just eight hours, as a new Abyssal Vampire in service to its' creator.  If a blood-empty being is not buried, it just decays normally (and does not turn into a bodak!). If such a body is revived, though (no matter if with reincarnation, resurrection or

something else), the being turns  into a normal vampire, but retaining all of its' personality and alignment. This transformation can be  prevented by casting "bless" and "regeneration" (consciously meant to bring back the lost blood) on the 

dead body before reviving it. Interestingly, if a dead body is buried, but by someone else than the Abyssal Vampire who killed the person, the character rises as Abyssal Vampire, but might become the servant of the being who buried it. If 

the being is not in sight anymore, the Abyssal Vampire is just free to do as it pleases. Otherwise, both the Vampire and its' possible master have to make Wisdom checks. If the check of the vampire wasn't as good as the check of the being who buried it, the vampire now has to serve its' new master. Otherwise, the 

master is paralyzed by a mental backfire for 1d4 rounds, during which the vampire probably kills the being  who wanted to force it into servitude.

Bye,

Heiner

Baatezu: Battle Spheres

   Battle Spheres are a recent addition to the machines of war implemented 

and designed by Pearza. From a secret processing factory (I have specific 

details of the production process and factory, but way too long and uses a 

lot of math; besides, it's not something the average PC is going to run 

into), she has started to mass produce these devices.

   At first glance, it merely appears to be a high quality sphere of steel 

(perfectly spherical) of varying size depending on owner's initial purchase. 

However, as with all baatezu devices, looks can be decieving. This sphere is 

highly intelligent and is able to communicate telepathically as its fiendish 

creators! It is a psionically created item with only one power: 

Metamorphisis (actually, there are two minds; there is a tiny figurine in 

the center of the sphere within a tiny hollow point that is also psionically 

empowered)!

   Upon the owner's command, the sphere will transform into anything of its 

approximate mass and is able to maintain this form indefinitely! The Battle 

Sphere now possesses all of the form's natural attack forms and locomotion 

(flight, claw, bite, etc) and its AC. The Hit Dice and THAC0 are stagnant 

despite its form, but they are frequently good (a 600lbs sphere of steel can 

take quite a lot of damage). However, the Battle Sphere does not have any of 

the form's magical attacks/defenses/abilities, etc. (much like the shape 

change spell in effect) To change form, the Battle Sphere must be in its 

true form for 1 hour before changing.

   Repairs are very hard to perform, frequently needing a visit to the 

baatezu and payment of 25% initial cost to repair it and possibly other 

things depending on how evil the DM is feeling. Limited Wish or Wish can 

heal 10hp or all of it respectively.

   The Battle Sphere is knowledgeable in enormous amounts of available forms 

to take, specializing primarily in monsters with powerful physical prowess 

(dragons, all known fiends, tarrasque for the enormous models, etc). 

Remember though, the Battle Sphere is limited in form to only that of 

creatures of the same size category (you need a LARGE sphere to be able to 

assume tarrasque or large dragon form). The statistics are highly mutable so 

the more stable ones are given here:

Battle Sphere

  All: Fearless Morale (19-20), Int 15, Align. LE

  Size S - 6 HD, THAC0 15, XP 2000, 3000gp

  Size M - 12 HD, THAC0 9, XP 6000, 9000gp

  Size L - 18 HD, THAC0 3, XP 15000, 24000gp

  Size H - 27 HD, THAC0 0, XP 35000, 50000gp

  Size G - 36 HD, THAC0 -3, XP 75000, 120000gp

   As you can tell, the larger models are worth virtually entire kingdoms if 

sold at all. Of course, the GP values are purely abstract, the baatezu make 

contracts of these of anything they can get away with for the berk that 

wants to buy one. Only the armies with direct support and funding from 

Pearza have major access to these objects (note that battles that Pearza 

personally participates almost always have her personal Battle Sphere 

Brigade, since the actual production cost of these devices are mere 

fractions of their actual value).

   The popularity of such devices are quite enormous at anyone's guess. 

DM's, I do hope you realize the possibilities here with the Sphere's being 

intelligent and LE (quite loyal to Pearza, or as much LE can get to loyal ;) 

and the choices of their use are too numerous for me to imagine or list 

right now. So, I'm sure you people can think of them yourselves (and post 

them, right?).

ALEXANDER

There's a fine line between enlightened self-interest and depraved

narcissism. It's a line that's often shadowy and faint, never quite defined

or clear. What one day may seem like societies best hope, the next may

evolve into tyranny and evil. These aren't mere philosophical questions for

Alexander, but a war that rages within his head every waking moment.

Alexander is a warlock.

As a child, when his life was made up entirely of misery and despair,

Alexander was contacted by a mystical power, an "extra-planar" being that

offered him consolation and a way out of his suffering. He simply called it

The Power. The children teased Alexander and his sister mercilessly for

being what they were, tieflings, and illegitimate orphans at that.

The village children didn't like the twins strange smell of ash, their olive

skin or their odd mannerisms; they didn't like the simple fact that they

were different. The young tieflings were attacked with words, with stones,

with simple fears magnified ten-fold, and it grew worse over time, as adults

joined in the ridicule, abuse and mental torture.

While Alexander's sister Jade found her way out of her fears through power

and domination over her foes, Alexander retreated inward. He shut down,

withdrew, grew depressed and would only emerge from his room at night, when

the village and his younger sister who he dearly loved were asleep.

Alexander spent his time studying magic.

Alexander's magic was hardly the high powered spells of wizards and sages,

rather a few cantrips learned from the old woman who had adopted him. He

extended the cantrips, making them do things never intended; yet still, real

magic was out of his reach.

The Power offered him solace. It offered understanding. It claimed to have

knowledge of his father and his location on the planes and it was his only

friend. It knew of his intense dream, almost a fanatical desire to find his

father, whether he be in hell or heaven. His father would surely take him

from this awful place if he knew how he suffered. He must be a prisoner or

an exile like himself.

The Power made promises and gave advice. It offered solutions to his

everyday problems like a helpful mentor.  It also enticed him with its

powerful magic. The Power didn't teach simple cantrips, but real spells. It

taught Alexander how to perform incantations, read prophecies, identify

herbs and brew bubbling cauldrons of "eye of newt" and other things that

tended to make common people nervous and reach for their pitchforks. But the

magic was very dark, both in its results and requirements. The knowledge

always came with a price tag, usually in blood.

The sacrifices started with frothing cauldrons of strange animal parts, but

eventually lead to live animal sacrifices, the use of human body parts

(scavenged from corpses in the graveyard) and there was the hint that living

creatures, possibly the children who mercilessly taunted him, would be

needed later, for more powerful spells.

Once his energy was drained from casting, Alexander was required to perform

intense magic rituals lasting many hours, in which he often was required to

promise his very soul to The Power for more magic. Alexander's craft, what

was taught to him by The Power, was shadow magic and necromancy, dark arts.

All the teachings were of shadow and death and darkness. There was nothing

of light - no scintillating illusions or magical bolts of power, just

shadows and the void and the stench of death.

To the anger and dismay of The Power, Alexander grew in confidence and

started interacting more with the world, spending time in the daylight.  But

the power punished him for this by withholding teachings and magical energy.

It would harass him at night when Alexander would try to sleep. The Power

began tearing down what little confidence Alexander had, belittling him,

reminding him of his origins and his pain and his destiny as a great mage.

Alexander was also required to do things for The Power. At first these

errands and tasks were innocuous, such as researching a topic in the local

library or logging phases of the moon. They seemed to be tasks unrelated to

his own research, and more for the benefit of The Power. Eventually the

tasks became more intrusive, more invasive into Alexander's life and more

counter to his nature. For example, The Power would take over his hand and

write in a strange, unknown script. Alexander would then deliver these

letters to people, sometimes in the wilderness, or travelers in nearby inns.

For a young man yearning for understanding and love, this coercion and

domination was worse than the most painful of childhood traumas.

Alexander was wise despite his youth, and after a particularly horrifying

event, he began to realize what The Power had in mind for him. One of the

letters that his hand had written but his mind could not decipher, more of a

scribbled dark incantation than friendly correspondence, was delivered to a

powerful mage. While Alexander watched in horror, the mage, standing in a

rune traced circle, summoned a terrifying reptilian creature, a demon!

Alexander bolted. He was so scared, he ran into the wilderness until he was

exhausted, vowing never to give in to The Power again. He knew eventually

The Power would want such a horrifying service of him, possibly bringing

itself to his world through his own magic. Despite how much Alexander was

hated by the ignorant townspeople, he knew that The Power would not hesitate

to enact cruelty and terror on the defenseless people, terror well beyond

what it had inflicted on him, it's servant.

He knew what The Power had in mind, yet he was addicted. Alexander needed

more magic, maybe to fight The Power, maybe to help him leave this place and

escape it. Despite his intentions, the next night he was back to his

studies. The lure was too much for the young man.

Alexander felt he was slipping into that very hell that held the answer to

the location of his father. But he had a weapon now, the knowledge of The

Power's intentions.  The Power was giving him instruction in exchange for

his very soul. It wanted to own him, every bit of his being.  The little

deliveries, the advice, the single minded focus on the craft at the expense

of everything he knew or cared about, even the slide into necromancy, shadow

magic and witchcraft were all designed to weaken Alexander to the will of

this creature. It was using him, growing and nurturing him, until the time

it could finally emerge into his world and inflict it's will on the people

of his world.

Yet the addiction to the craft, to the power was overwhelming. What could he

do? Alexander thought that the answer may be in striking a balance. He

started visiting temples of different deities, taking instruction from

priests and clerics of powerful gods, gods of the earth or those dedicated

to love and childbirth. Alexander knew nothing of these philosophies and

creeds and they annoyed him at first, but he had high hopes, namely the

delay of his hellbound slide.

Rather than being a fine balancing act, a demanding taskmaster of evil

instructing in dark magic by night, and teachings by pious monks of

agricultural gods by day,  Alexander's mind couldn't reconcile the

differences. He began teetering in an out of sanity. Alexander developed

phobias, paranoia, all accentuated by his lack of sleep and the constant

voice in his head. He grew fearful of heights. His fears extended further to

water, then snakes and more. He thought it a punishment from the power.

After all, he had no right to be in the daylight, to view the ocean and

mountains and natural creatures of the beautiful countryside.

The Power grew suspicious and feared its protégé was growing restless. It

sent Alexander a familiar. Rather than receiving a black cat or a friendly

weasel, Alexander was given Onyx, a filthy black bat that excreted noxious

droppings on his workbench and lab floor. Onyx became Alexander's eyes and

ears, bringing back feelings and descriptions of the world as it flew around

during the night. Alexander was suspicious of Onyx. It came from The Power,

so it most likely was meant to keep an eye on him. He was extra careful not

to leave home until the bat was well asleep, hanging upside down in his

basement laboratory.

This was all overwhelming and confusing. Alexander would try to assuage the

guilt by atoning for the deeds against his evil master with the priests and

monks of the gods of creation and love. Meanwhile his sister, the only

person he really cared about, had left home. She spent her time with

underworld figures, trading in gems and illicit goods, or jumping in and out

of the beds of rich merchants and powerful politicians, all for her own

secret need for power. On top of all that, a servant of his master, a rat

with wings, roosted above his workbench at home, probably reporting back his

every action.

Alexander became increasingly resistant, spending more and more of his sleep

time in temples and in discussion with the monks. Meanwhile, the monks and

priests were beginning to doubt the young man's sanity. Alexander was

usually smart enough to understand this before the monks alerted their

superiors, and  would leave the temples before the burly priests took

action, either in committing him or exorcising him. Holy water was acid to

his tiefling skin, and it wouldn't take long for the temples to erect a

bonfire in the town square.

Alexander found himself travelling farther afield in hopes of finding his

redemption at the next town's temple. He moved from town to town with his

books, his bat, and his strange arcane equipment. Alexander continued to

search for answers, while at the same time slowly growing in magical

prowess. Would he slip completely under the control of The Power? Or would

he take the steps to abandon the craft that he loved? More likely the battle

would drag on, with occasional victories and defeats. Alexander clung to the

idea that more power would set him free, and that atonement for his actions

would purify his soul. Only time would tell his fate.

JADE

While most tieflings feel themselves outcastes because of their questionable

heritage, Jade has had a particularly difficult time. Born on a tropical

island in a prime world, Jade and her twin brother Alexander were abandoned

at birth, probably by a terrified unmarried young village girl, afraid of

the consequences of the birth out of wedlock. From the beginning, the focus

on Jade and her brother Alexander were one of suspicion and shame, of

objects of social outcaste and derision.

Rather than allow the children to starve in the streets, or be eaten by the

many jungle cats that roamed the area, an old village woman, some claim to

be witch, adopted the pair. This old woman, who had long since dispensed

with petty village gossip and politics, raised Jade as her own daughter.

Yet, with the stigma of being a bastard child, and a tiefling "demon" at

that, Jade found it difficult to rise above her surroundings. The old woman

taught Jade the way of the jungle, and the fundamentals of magecraft,

including a few spells to protect her. But mostly Jade made it through her

childhood with her wits and her fists.

In the small village, the stigma was overwhelming. Jade was pointed out to

women as an example of what would happen if they weren't careful. Men found

her an easy victim, since she had no male family members to stand up for

her. Children weren't allowed to play with her, either because their

families disapproved of her origins, or because of her strange smell of ash,

or her olive colored skin. The fear and harrassment continued when Jade,

threatened with rape by a drunk villager, resorted to "witchcraft." She

plunged her attacker and several of his companions into the thickest

darkness imaginable. The drunkards later exagerate the story, claiming Jade

conjured a demon which attacked them. Although the villagers fears were

increased, Jade at least had their respect.

Others with less spirit would be crushed by such a life. They might hide

themselves in the jungle, living quiet lives of desperation. Some might run

away and try to escape to a better place, possibly joining a religious

order. Alexander was in that category, but Jade was different. Her spirit

was indomitable.

Jade decided to fight back. She fought with everything she had, at the

targets that caused her the most pain, in the most socially unacceptable and

repugnant ways. She hated men, all of which wanted nothing but to taunt or

abuse her. And she hated the women who supported them, who blamed her when

she was attacked. So she turned the tables. Jade took her already amazingly

good looks and magnified them, learning how to seduce men with her allure,

to manipulate them and get what she wanted from them. It was pure power. As

for the women and their scorn, their men would be the first to find their

way into Jade's bed.

This is not to say that Jade had sex with men. On the contrary, sex created

children, dirty little cretins that were the source of most of her pain in

her childhood. No, sex is what most men wanted and they would never

willingly get it from her, although she would manipulate them in every other

way possible with her body and her mind to twist them to her own needs.

Usually this was reserved for people of power: mayors, kings, priests, but

often it was to scorn other women.

Jade's distrust and disgust with the social order went farther than using

men for her own designs. It lead to her career as a thief and a smuggler.

She discovered that the dockworkers and local small-time underworld accepted

Jade for what she could do, rather than how she looked or her heritage.

These men had no roots in the town and cared little for village gossip and

intrigue. They found that Jade was good at sneaking into houses, and quickly

looting the most valuable items. She was also a great  cutpurse, while

although not technically skilled, was always able to fast talk or charm her

way out of her mistakes.

Jade really showed her ability when it came to gems. She had an eye for the

best quality gems, and was adept at cutting them. A large stolen gem might

be too hot to sell in a particular village or region, but Jade was adept at

cutting gems down to size with great skill and technique, often resulting in

the smaller gems being worth more than the original larger gem. This is

where Jade got her name, after cutting an especially valuable and delicate

piece of jade stolen from a local merchant.  Rather than sending the

monstrous bauble More skilled but less dexterous gemcutters acknowledged her

skill, and her new career was born.

Moving from village to village, Jade smuggles stolen gems and contraband,

often picking up new items in need of transport, preferably gems or smaller

items. At one point she was even given a ship full of contraband to captain,

although she lost it to pirates. She passes herself off as a tattoo artist,

her body (mostly in places that don't show, even with her skimpy clothing)

showing off many of her designs.

Motivation: Jade is only interested in her own pleasure and amusement.

Although she can be loyal to those who deserve it, she generally thinks of

everyone not aligned on her side as an enemy. Townspeople are dolts who

deserve their purses cut. Haughty women deserve what they get when she

sleeps with their husbands.

At the moment, Jade is interested in the big haul. She wants to strike it

rich, preferable with a group of strong adventurers who can fight their way

to glory. She's definitely no slouch when it comes to combat, having a

lifetime to practice evasion and escape from those who want to harm her. A

typical attack would consist of her tiefling darkness ability, followed by

the dumping of a bag of caltrops, finished off with a grease spell. Jade

might stand back with her arms folded, smiling, waiting for the chaos to

ensue.

Jade has some issues. For one, she's desperately afraid of crowds. She has a

terrible fear that they'll all simultaneously attack her, possibly crushing

her with their mass. She's also afraid of priests, after one labeled her a

demon as a child.  His sprinkling of holy water on her forehead, which had

the effect of acid on her tiefling body, did not help dissuade the priest

from his accusations. Yet, despite her fear of crowds, she'll often work the

periphery of public festivals, cutting purses just for amusement, despite

the tiny haul and the huge risk. And her dislike of priests won't prevent

her from seducing the local high priest or accepting healing from the

parties cleric.

Jade often wishes she could be more introspective, stronger, accepting, like

her brother Alexander.

- --gary
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Tannar'ri Cri Aigu

It seems to be the season for new fiends. Excellent stuff

Here's one I sent to the list a year ago

apologies t othose who have seen it already.

TANAR'RI, LESSER - CRI'AIGU

CLIMATE/TERRAIN:  The Abyss

FREQUENCY:   Uncommon

ORGANISATION:  Pack

ACTIVITY CYCLE:  Any

DIET:    Carnivore

INTELLIGENCE :  Low (5-7)

TREASURE:   Incidental

ALIGNMENT:   Chaotic Evil

NO. APPEARING:  10-60

ARMOUR CLASS:  4

MOVEMENT:   15

HIT DICE:   60% (2), 20% (3), 15% (4) 5% (5)

THAC0    2HD =17, 3HD =16, 4HD =15, 5HD = 14

N0. ATTACKS:   2

DAMAGE:   2-3 HD =1d4-1d4

    4 HD =1d6-1d6

    5 HD = 1d8-1d8

SPECIAL ATTACKS:  Poison, Breath spores.

SPECIAL DEFENCES:  Shriek

MAGIC RESISTANCE  +2 on all Saving throws v Spells.

SIZE:    M (5-7' tall)

MORALE:   Fanatic (17-18)

XP VALUE:   5,000-10,000

A favourite battle tactic of the Tannar'ri generals is to employ the

Cri'Aigu as a first line of attack. Their very nature ensures that even the

most organised enemy troops are reduced to chaos & disorder.

The method of reproduction of the Cri'Aigu (detailed below) means that it

can take virtually any humanoid form of medium size. Whatever the form, the

Cri'Aigu is immediately recognised by the milky white fungi spores that

cover its entire body. They are always totally hairless and their hands end

in long razor sharp, filth encrusted claws.

The Cri'Aigu speak a basic version of the language appropriate to it's

humanoid form and can communicate with other Tannar'ri by a weak form of

telepathy.

COMBAT: The Cri'Aigu are impossible to organise but pointing them in the

right direction is usually sufficient. They attack in packs not unlike dogs,

often surrounding a single opponent before moving to the next. Their great

speed and agility gives them a superior armour class and makes them

difficult to escape from in a chase.

The Cri'Aigu have two claw attacks per round, damage is dependent on Hit

Dice. In addition to this damage opponents must save v poison or suffer

wracking pains for 1d4 rounds which negate all AC bonuses from dexterity and

lower their to hit die by 2. A saving throw is required for each successful

hit, and the time affected by the poison is cumulative.

Any size M humanoid who is killed while poisoned by a Cri'Aigu will begin to

transform into a Cri'Aigu of the same humanoid form. The process takes 12

hours and is non reversible after 6 hours. Slow poison will delay the

transformation but only cure disease will reverse it. If the process is

reversed, the victim will still lose 1 point of constitution & charisma for

every two hours of transformation.

In addition, a Cri'Aigu can once per turn breathe poison spores in a 900 arc

up to a distance of 20 ft. All creatures in the path of the spores must save

v breath or contract a withering disease which lowers constitution by 1

point per day (permanent). Once reduced to zero constitution, the victim

dies  and the transformation to Cri'Aigu begins.

Cri'Aigu are perhaps at their most dangerous when dead. After they reach

zero hps, they collapse and let out an ear piercing shriek which persists

until they are reduced to -10 hps. All non Tannar'ri within 20' are stunned

for 1d4 rounds unless a successful saving throw against paralysation is

made. If only one Cri'Aigu is shrieking within range, saving throws are made

at +3. However this is reduced by 1 for every additional shrieker.

HABITAT/SOCIETY: The favoured lair of the  Cri'Aigu are hillside caves where

they live in large groups. They are equally at home in a subterranean

environment (90ft infravision)or clambering along hillsides (climb as a

thief base 70%). While the larger of the  Cri'Aigu  often bully the smaller

types, there is no recognised hierarchy. Indeed it has been known for

numbers of smaller Cri'Aigu   to attack larger individuals in order to steal

a kill. There is a certain amount of grouping based on humanoid type. Fights

often occur between the various types for occupation of the best caves.

The Cri'Aigu cannot be forced into service, either by greater Tannar'ri or

summoners. They will serve willingly for a time if offered humanoid

sacrifices  and a promise of more to come. They are also partial to Larva

and so are fairly easily persuaded to join the blood war. Cri'Aigu cannot be

trained to use weapons and always refuse armour.

ECOLOGY: It is believed that the Cri'Aigu were first created by a Demon lord

from Dretches or Manes infested with Shrieker spores & used as warning of

attack.Their peculiar defence and reproductive method have ensured that

their numbers have grown enormously. The Cri'Aigu can be found on any

Abyssal plane where hills or plains are part of the terrain.

Every 10 years or so, small packs of the largest Cri'Aigu hunt other lesser

Tannar'ri types. If they are succesful, they devour the Tannar'ri victim and

other several months evolve into that Tannar'ri type.

Paul xxx

Tannar'ri Zauberie

TANAR'RI, LESSER - Zauberie (Munchkins Bane)

CLIMATE/TERRAIN:...................The Abyss

FREQUENCY:...............................Rare

ORGANISATION:.........................Group

ACTIVITY CYCLE:......................Any

DIET:...........................................Magic

INTELLIGENCE :..........................Exceptional (15-16)

TREASURE:..................................Nil

ALIGNMENT:...............................Chaotic Evil

NO. APPEARING:.........................1D6 +4

ARMOUR CLASS:........................Base = 6

MOVEMENT:................................Base = 12 (Fl 15)

HIT DICE:......................................Base = 2

THAC0:..........................................Base = 18

N0. ATTACKS:.............................3

DAMAGE:.....................................Base = 1-4, 1-4, 1-6

SPECIAL ATTACKS:...................Rake attack + see below.

SPECIAL DEFENCES:..............See below

MAGIC RESISTANCE:................See below.

SIZE:..............................................S to L

MORALE:..................................... 14

XP VALUE:................................500 to 5000

Are your players humming with magical items/weapons/spells?

Want to bring 'em down a peg or two?

Look no further.

Zauberie appear as black winged cats varying in size from a large domestic

cat to as large as a Sabre tooth tiger. Their eyes glow in a similar way as

magic does when detected for. Their claws are slightly longer than a normal

cat's are and are more crooked.

COMBAT: Like all cats, the Zauberie attack with fore claws and bite and get

two raking attacks with their rear claws if they get hits with their two

fore claws. Zauberie of medium and large size leap 20' and 30' respectively

to attack.

Send in your rookies against these Demons, for the Zauberie are eaters of

magic, whether spell, item, weapon or innate ability. An attack by any of

these methods, not only does no harm but is actually consumed by and

strengthens them.

Zauberie gain points for absorbing magic (see table below). For every 8 pts

gained, they gain 1 HD,  subtract 1 from AC and THAC0, move 1 faster (land

only) and add 1 to each of their attacks. Zauberie are extremely intelligent

and have an innate ability to detect magic in a 50' radius being able to

gauge the strongest source of magic and act so as to encourage attack from

this source. they are also able to disguise the effect of the attack by

creating an illusion of personal injury appropriate to the attack form.

Magical attack form  Points gained

Spell................................................2 pts per spell level.

Item no charge.................................1 pt.

Item charge used..............................2 pts per charge.

Weapon............................................1 pt per plus.

Innate ability.....................................As spell level if

appropriate or 1 pt per attack.

Zauberie will also drain a magical item/weapon totally if the item fails a

saving throw against disintegration. If this occurs, they will gain an extra

1 pt for each 1000 XP value of the item, or each plus of the weapon. (no of

course it doesn't drain artifacts berk!). While being a little disappointed

that their wand of wonder has just been drained, cutters will be gratified

to know that the wand will then do normal damage when hitting the Zauberie

over the head with it.

They will also be pleased to find out that after stabbing the thing

repeatedly with an old rusty normal sword for several rounds before killing

it, the Zauberie then releases all its absorbed magic in a 20' blast doing

1d8 damage for each HD the Demon has gained. Successful saving throws v

Breath weapon half the damage taken

HABITAT/SOCIETY: Zauberie can live anywhere normal cats can, although of

course, they have to be invited to the prime planes. They are fond of

hanging around well known portals or gate towns, anywhere there is a lot of

traffic. Their colouring makes it easy for them to hide in dark corners

waiting to ambush anyone smelling of magic. They are clever enough to lead

victims into a trap.

When they want, Zauberie can be very cute and helpful, particularly to Magic

users who they will try to persuade to take them in as intelligent pets. In

about 1 in 10 of find familiar results that indicates a Quasit, Zauberie

come instead. In these situations, they will slowly drain magic from their

companion by proximity. Over a period of time Wizards may discover spells

"missing" from their spellbooks or charges drained from their magical items

etc. The particulars can be left to the whim of the DM though the wizard

will certainly notice that the cat is getting bigger!

ECOLOGY: In theory, Zauberie could grow infinitely large, but once they

reach 6HD, there is a 10% chance that the next point of magic gained will

either kill them (with the blast effects occurring as detailed above) or

they will transcend into a randomly determined greater Tanar'ri. (equal

chance of either).

Where do Zauberie come from?

Ever notice that when you spray bugs with pesticide that while it zaps most

of them, some of them survive and some even like it. Well, if you spray

magic at enough minor demons, some of 'em are going to mutate and resist.

Over time, some of these are going to soak it up and grow.

Perhaps that's why there's so little magic around now, but an awful lot of

stray cats.

Tanar'ri, Greater - Echideneco

Hiya!

Okay, this one's not THAT creative, I admit ;)

Nevertheless, any comments appreciated :)

Tanar'ri, Greater - Echideneco

Climate/Terrain: The Abyss

Frequency: Rare

Organization: Solitary or Mother with Daughters

Activity Cycle: Any

Diet: Carnivore

Intelligence: Very (11-12)

Treasure: Nil

Alignment: Chaotic Evil

No. Appearing: 1 or 3

Armor Class: -5

Movement: 12

Hit Dice: 9

THAC0: 14

No. of Attacks: 9

Damage/Attack: 2d4+9*6 (arm tentacles), 2d8+9*2 (tails), 4d6+9 (bite)

Special Attacks: Tail poison

Special Defenses: +2 or better magical weapon to hit

Magic Resistance: 45%

Size: L (10 feet tall)

Morale: Fearless (19-20)

XP Value: 11.000

The Echideneco are supposedly related to the Marilith tanar'ri. They look

quite similar (female upper body, snake-like from the waist down, six

tentacle-like arms), but are larger and more fearsome fighters. They have

two tails, each with a long sting at the end, and the mouth is filled with

long, razor-sharp teeth. Their faces usually show expressions of pure hatred

and bloodlust.

Combat: The echideneco are tanar'ri that have concentrated on melee combat.

They consider magic or distance weapons such as bows "lowly" and unworthy for

them. Indeed, they have lost (or maybe never had) all tanar'ric magical

abilities; they do retain the standard immunities, though.

Echideneco attack with their six tentacle-like arms that bear an unimaginable

strength (Strength 21, +9 damage adjustment). Each tentacle-arm inflicst

2d4+9 points of damage, and a character who got hit by one has to make a

Strength check or be smashed away a couple of meters.

Their two tails hit for 2d8+9 damage, and the sting at the end of each tail

injects a lethal poison. If the victim does not save vs. poison, it dies

instantly as the infernal liquids burn him from inside. Even if the victim

succeeds the saving throw, it carries the venom inside its' body now, and

the next saving throw vs. the echideneco poison gets a cumulative penalty

of two points.

The horrible fangs of the echideneco inflict 4d6+9 points of damage as the

fiend rips the flesh from its' victim.

Habitat/Society: Despite their fierce fighting prowess, the echideneco

are usually seen as lowly fiends. They're killing machines against whom only

the most powerful beings could hope to win, but they are not able to do any

subtle influencing, strategical planning or something similar. Very often,

the echideneco are forced into guardian service; as much as they hate this,

they have realized that fighting prowess alone isn't enough to free them.

The echideneco have no interest in treasures or magical items; they want

to prove their personal might and abilities, and would never use magic to

enhance their own power, nor would they trade with or bribe anyone.

Ecology: It has been suggested by various sages that the echideneco are a

kind of "ancient form" of the marilith, a metaphorical "fiend-dinosaur". If

this theory is true, most of these beasts have probably evolved into

mariliths,

during the last millennia or so.

The echideneco are able to impregnate themselves once each decade, and they

always give life to two female echideneco. The daughters work together with

their mother surprisingly good, hunting other fiends (or whatever crosses

their way) and sharing their food equally.

An echideneco which was imprisoned in the Abyss for about a century has shown

some interesting aspects: Not only have these beasts become calmer the more

they were suppressed, they also were not able to give birth to children when

they did not have the possibility to connect the prime material plane. It

seems the daughter's souls are actually "stolen" from the Prime, though how

exactly is yet unknown.

Bye,

Heiner

Abyssal diseases

I greet thee, fellow explorers!

My name is Dravyn, Outer Planar sage, and my current mission is to find out

all I can about the various diseases of the Outer Planes. I start my reports

with explanations I got from a dretch named Garak. He was the servant of a

marilith whom I have payed very good for these informations; despite his

lowly status, he seemed to be an expert on Abyssal diseases. I let him talk

for himself:

"Hello.

Garak. That am I. My mistress told me to tell you about diseases. Not nice.

My mistress. Diseases. My mistress' diseases.

'Dretch' said she, 'tell my guest about abyssal diseases.' Am not Dretch.

Am Garak. But know do I mistress means me.

Diseases. Tell you.

Many there are. Many beings in the Abyss, many diseases. Simple logic, eh?

Garak is good with logic. That is why mistress lets him care about diseases.

Understand diseases. I.

The frightening flu appears most often in cold layers of the Abyss. Or when

being becomes cold, like when being killed by a white dragon. But when killed,

most beings do not become ill. Already dead they are then.

When being gets frightening flu, it feels cold all time - might not even

notice it first if it's on a cold layer anyway. But frightening flu also makes

you cough and sneeze, and when sneezing blood spills out. Frightens many

beings. Is not so bad. Often ends after a torture or two [Editor's note: Garak

was tortured regularly by his mistress at the end of every 24-hour-period].

Being becomes very hot for some hours, and if strong enough, then healthy

again. If not, dead. [Ed.: During this "hot hours", the sick person has to

succeed in a saving throw vs. death magic or die; it the throw succeeds, the

person is healthy again]

To heal frightening flu is easy. Just make person warm. If warm enough for

one torture to the next, being is healed always without dying.

Lolth's rot is less nice. But gets only to those beings that do not serve

a layer's lord. Pocks appear on being's body, and every many pocks looks like

a spider. Just as my arms and legs and bellow and head and ears and feet and

hands look like Garak. Are Garak. Maybe pocks are spiders?

Pocks become more and more very fast, and whole body is covered after just a

few tortures. Then, being twitches and winces for an hour, then becomes funny

slimy mass. Does not taste good, though. And mistress does not like if slime

is eaten.

Healing is even easier than frightening flu. Just cut out skin and flesh below

skin where pocks are. Burn that if you do not want someone else go get that

disease. [Ed.: Lolth's rot seems to be a very strong disease; if the sick

skin is not cutted out, or magic is used for healing, the diseased person

definitely dies]

Mistress said many rulers have banished Lolth's rot. Demongorgeous has,

mistress said. Grass not. Garak does not know how grass should banish Lolth's

rot. Banish spiders, banish Lolth's rot. Spider bite gives that rot.

Balorflames only hurt mortals. First, only yellow or red spot on the skin,

but spots get larger after a few tortures. After a few tortures, become

fire and burn. Water helps then. Before, injecting water into skin helps.

[Ed.: A diseased person gets 1d8 fire spots per day, and after a time of

2d3 days, all of them erupt into flames. Each flame burns for about one hour,

and inflicts 1d4 points of damage per round]

How get Balorflames? Balorflames gate in through beings' wounds, but only

rarely [Ed.: For every day a person has got open wounds in the Abyss, there

is a 1% chance, not cumulative, to get Balorflames]

Greaseness is bad for Lorkh. Mistress told me to call Lorkh Bar-lgura.

Mistress has strange ideas. But better mistress uses ideas for names than for

torture. Greaseness is visible in hair, black foul-smelling grease. Does not

do anything else, but Bar-lgura scratched himself all day long. Garak has

mixed water with pulp of eyewing and washed Bar-lgura with that, and

Greaseness was away then.

Garak knows many ways to bring Greaseness. Roll being in goutgrass, and it

will be greasy. Let being eat Abyssal bats, and if not have stomach like

Garak or Bal-lgura or mistress, being maybe gets greaseness [10% chance for

all mortals who eat an uncooked abyssal bat]. Mistress said beings called

liquid flees also often give Greaseness.

Abyssfever is bad. Mistress says she loves Abyssfever for enemies. Garak

does not know love. But Garak does know enemies. Enemies often hunt Garak.

Garak very good remembers beast called Xanxost. Garak had to hide so long,

he was tortured five times at once when he came back.

Abyssfever makes beings feel hot and then cold, and hot and then cold again,

and so on. Guest of mistress once explained Garak that hurted his heart and

made him feel weak [Ed.: For every day a person suffers from Abyssfever, he

loses one point of constitution - permanently!]. Have made hot blood from

a human and put snake from a vipertree in it for half before next torture,

and forced mistress' guest to drink it. He was healed before I was tortured

again, but mistress said he hated me for healing him. Garak not understand,

but then, Garak not really cared.

Garak not knows how Abyssfever comes, but mistress said it only comes from

true tanar'ri. Garak has never seen true tanar'ri. Is that being lord of

disease?

Bad appetite once caught Garak himself. Was nasty. Just did not want to eat

anymore. Was confused and angry, but did not know what to do against it.

Mistress just forced me to eat someone after many tortures, and Garak felt

better then. Very silly disease.

How get? Easy, eat foul Abyssal soil. Or better, don't.

Lightspots appear in being's eyes, looks similar to what Garak sometimes sees

when mistress hits Garak too hard on his head. Just do not go away. Lightspots

become more and more during a few tortures, and finally being only sees

lightspots. Garak thinks lightspots are a kind of reversed blindness. Being

sees too much instead of nothing at all.

Cures aren't easy. Garak searched long. Garak then found out lightspots want

always more light. So Garak gave light - first only a bit, just a candle in

front of being's eyes. Garak could see lightspots gather in eye. So Garak

took artifact from mistress and used it to make much sunlight in front of

being's eyes. Garak seen lightspots leave eyes and go into sunlight, just

before being crumbled to dust. Garak not know being was vampire, and mistress

was very angry with Garak.

Lightspots get to being while dreaming. But only when will-o-the-wisp is

near and gets killed. Mistress said will-o-the-wisp's spirit tries to save

itself this way. Maybe Xanxost hunted it?

Garak once seen being called alu-fiend that had oozeskin. Looked funny. But

mistress said is not funny, and Garak shall remove oozeskin. Garak still

thinks was funny, made alu-fiend look like mind flayer. At least, for some

time. Oozeskin eats up being's skin [Ed.: For every day a person is inflicted

with oozeskin, the person's skin gets 3d4% thinner; when oozeskin is healed,

the skin regenerated within 2d4 days]. Garak also sometimes eats being's

skin. But Garak used Vargouille to eat ooze. Vargouille did not like it, but

Garak forced Vargouille to do it. Vargouille then got oozeskin everywhere,

not only on skin, and died from it. But alu-fiend was healed. Garak thinks

that eating by every being could heal oozeskin, not only by vargouille. Maybe

works even without eating, but being has to make sure not to touch oozeskin

if it wants not to get it itself.

Garak knows oozeskin usually lives in abyssal rivers and seas. If you go

into those rivers, you might get oozeskin. Or you might get eaten by Dekaran.

Mistress told me to call him hezrou for you.

Twitching muscles are bad if being fights. Beings cannot fight with twitching

muscles. Beings have hard time to even walk with twitching muscles. As soon

as starts, being's muscles on whole body twitch like wild, and cannot do

anything else [Ed.: The effect is similar to epilepsy]. Make being twitch

even more to heal it, best with electricity. Hurts being, but heals it.

Garak has only once seen how twitching muscles are made. An abyssal mosquito

has stung balor-guest of mistress. Was funny balor.

Lip worms often wait in abyssal apples and such. When eaten, they move into

being's mouth and enter his lips. Beings can see these worms inside the

lips, moving and eating all the while. Diseased being does not like to see

that. But Garak knows what to do against lip worms. Worms are small beings.

Garak has Abyssal Nightmare Mushrooms, which give funny dreams to big beings.

Put it on diseased being's lips, and being gets small dreams, while worms

get so strong dreams that they die from laughing. Simple logic, eh?

Garak not knows where Deathtaste comes from, but makes you think anything you

eat is foul and rotten. Garak first not knew why Deathtaste is called disease,

but after some tortures, it became boring. Deathtaste is a boringness-disease.

Garak has found easy cure: Put poison in being's mouth to kill Deathtaste.

Instant emotions come from Abyss itself. Are very, very rare. Mistress says

are also very expensive if sold. Garak does not sell, Garak kills. Or heals.

Feels. That's what instant emotion does. It feels. You get instant emotion,

and then you feel that emotion. Could be anything: Hate, bloodlust, fear,

envy, sloth, greed... mistress tells me to say it could also be love, lust,

happiness and such. Garak knows what is lust.

Healing? Just fulfill emotion. Garak always tries to fulfill his emotions.

That's Garak's way.

Greenteeth is a fungus, not a disease. Mistress tells me to say it works

like a disease. It lets your teeth rot, but it takes many, many tortures.

Garak could not count so many. As being that had greenteeth was enemy of

mistress, she told me not to heal him. So no cure I know.

Salt tears appear only in layers with much salt, like near the River of

Salt in Azzagrat. Being cries all the time, like Garak does when tortured.

But tears are full of salt and burn on skin. But easy healing: Just go away

from salt, and it stops.

Bloodspill is funny for enemies. Black spots appear on being, and then crack

open to spill being's blood. [Ed.: On the first day, the diseased person gets

3d12 bloodspill spots; during the next day, these crack open, and indeed blood

spills out of these wounds all the time. Each wound inflicts one point of

damage every round until the person dies or gets healed somehow. The wounds

that are open can be healed like any normal wound, but if no "cure disease"

spell or something similar to heal the person is used on the victim, the

bloodspill spots appear again the next day]

Stomach bugs are in meat and abyssal fruits. First very small, and they never

get bigger when eaten by Garak - Garak's stomach is too strong for stomach

bugs. But Garak knows mortals have problems with them. Stomach bugs grow and

then begin to eat being from inside. Cure? Anything that kills a being that

lives in your stomach. [Ed.: The exact effects of stomach bugs depend on the

number of bugs inside a person's stomach. Only one of these beasts could be

only as bad as a constant stomach pain, while six dozen of them could easily

kill a person in less than a day]

Silver eyes are nasty as beings most often like them first. What happens?

Being gets eyes like silver, glowing strangely. Even Garak thought that

looked good. Garak looks good, too. But most beings do not agree with Garak.

They have agreed when talking about silver eyes. Not anymore when real effect

came: Silver eyes start burning being's brain after a couple of tortures.

[Ed.: After seven to ten days, the silver eyes glow even stronger, and the

victim feels a severe pain on his very brain. This kill the victim in a few

hours, really burning the brain like a hot flame]

Garak has found healing, of course. Garak always does when mistress lets him.

Put mirror in front of silver eyes and let them burn themselves dead. Put

mirror away fast when only very thin silver is on the eyes, or eyes themselves

get hurt. Thin silver vanishes in a few minutes, is too thin to survive.

[Ed.: This method works only when the silver eyes have already started burning

the diseased person's brain; there are surely ways to heal it before then,

but I did not have the chance for research on this up to now]

Mind demons are a telepathy disease. Being does not need telepathy, being

only needs to hear telepathy from a diseased being. Hear telepathy, get

disease. All the time hear voices in your head. Garak thinks telepathic

thoughts have become self-conscious and make up home in diseased being's mind.

Then, talk to it all the while. Not too bad for Lorkh when he had it. But

mistress told Garak to find cure, in case a mortal visitor gets mind demons.

'Dretch' she said, 'find a cure until tonight, or I will kill you when I

torture you again'. Garak does not like torture. Garak found cure. Garak is

not Dretch.

Cure. Let being count voices in head, then call these voices telepathically.

Say them you got better body for them. And have better bodies. Dead ones.

Show mind demons where bodies are, lead them there telepathically. When they

take over bodies, being is cured. Bodies then are undead skeletons and

zombies, but not controlled. They are driven by one thought each, and

behave like that. Most of the mind demon zombies Garak saw have not lived

for long.

Slaughtertongue appears when being drinks wrong liquids. Babau brain water

makes slaughtertongue when drunk by mortals, mistress told me. Slaughtertongue

turns your tongue into a self-conscious monster, trying to slaughter you. Is

hard for tongue, of course, but is annoying for being. Cutting out tongue

helps, as well as a tea I have tried once. Use hezrou eyes for that tea,

and hot water.

Blood sweating is exactly that. Garak once had it. Garak was dark green for

several tortures, and sweating all the while. Not nice. Bathing does not

cure, bathing hurts. Garak thinks only complete exchange of diseased blood

helps. Or mistress with her magic. Good mistress. Garak was thankful for

healing. Garak nearly liked torture of mistress afterwards. Nearly.

[Ed.: Blood sweating is a rare blood disease that seems to occur without

any apparent reason if a traveler remains very long in the Abyss. There is

a non-cumulative chance of 1% per full year that a being is inflicted with

blood sweating. The disease itself stops all regeneration, and takes one

hit point per day from the victim, until death. The being is allowed a saving

throw vs. death magic every five days to overcome the disease, though.]

Now, Garak has to go. Have to cook nalfeshnee that wanted to kill mistress.

Will mortal be guest?"

